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T T is obfcrvable, that difcourres prefixid to poetry arc 
-* contrived very frequently to inculcate fuch tenets as 
may exhibit the perfonnance to the greateft advan- 
tage. Tlie fabric is very commonly raifed in the firfl 
placffi and the meafures, by which we are to judge of 
its merit, are afterwards adjufted. « 

There have been few rules given us by the critics 
concerning the ftnifhire of ekgiac poetry $ and far be it 
from the Mithor of die foilowing trifles to dignify his 
own opimnws with that duammatun* He would only 
intinoete the great variety of fukyeSj, and the diffierent 
Jfjlgj in whkh thft writers of elegy bofvt hitherto in- 
(ittlgad thcmfelvesi and endeavour to (hit Id the fbllow- 
i|ig ones by the latitude of tbiir example. 

If. we confider the etymology * of the *wof^9 the 

.eptthct which f Horace gives it, or. the confeffioa 

9 a which 

* s-Xtyttf, I particulam dolendi» 

t ** Mifcrabiles cjegoi/', Hor. 
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4- A PREFATORY ESSAY 

which * Ovid makes concsming it, Itlilnkwe may coti" 
dude thus much however; that ele^y in its true and 
genuine acceptation, includes a tender and querulous 
idea': that it looks upon this as its peculiar chara£ler- 
iftic, and fo long as this is thoroughly fuftained, admits 
of a variety of fubjefts ; which, by its manner of treat* 
ing them, it renders its own. It throws its melancholy 
Jlole over pretty different objefts ; which, like thedreffes 
at a funeral proceflion, gives them all a kind of folemn 
and uniform appearance. .... 

I^ is probable that elegies were written at firfl upon 
the deatli o£ intimate friends and near relations j celebrated 
beauties y or favourite tn^jirejfes 5 beneficent governors and 
illuftrious men : one may add perhaps, of all thofe, who 
stre placed by Virgil in tlie laurel-grove of his Elyfium. 
(See Kurd's Diflertation on Horace's Epiftle.) 

** Quique fui memores alios fecere mcrendo." 

After thefe fubjefls were fuf&ciently exhavfted, and 
the feverity of fate difplayed in the moft affe£Ung in» 
fiances, the poets fought occafion to vary their com- 
plaints ; and the next tender fpecies of forrow that pre- 
fented itfelf, was the grief of ab/ent or negUSed lovers. 
And this indulgence might be indeed allowed them ; 
but with this they were not contented. They had ob- 
tained a fmall comer in tlie province of love, and they 
took advantage, from thence, to over-run the whole 

territoiy. 

• ** Hen nimis ex *vero nunc tibi nomen erit." 

Ovid, dc Morte TibuUi. 
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ONELEGY. 5 

territory. They fung its fpoils, triumphs, ovations, 
and rejoicings •, as well as the captivity and exequies 
that attended it. They gave the name of iUgy to their 
pleafantries as well as lamentations; till at laft, 
through their abundant fondnefs for the mjrfie, they 
forgot that the cypre/s was tbeir peculiar garland. 

In this it is probable they deviated from the origi- 
nal defign of elegy j and it ftiould feem, that any 
kind of iubje£ls, treated in fuch a manner as to diffufe 
a pleafing melancholy, might far better deferve tb'i 
tiamff than the facetious mirth and libertine fcitivity 
of the fuccefsful votaiies of love. 

But not to dwell too long upon an opinion which 
may feem perhaps introduced to favour the following 
performance, it may not be improper to examine into 
the ufe and end of elegy. •The moft important end of 
dill poetry is to encourage virtue. Epic and tragedy 
chiefly recommend the public virtues 5 elegj is of a fpecles 
^nrhich illuftrates and endears the private. There 
is a truly virtuous pleafure connefted with many pen- 
live contemplations, which it is the province and ex- 
cellency of elegy to enforce. This, by prefeuting 
fuitable ideas, has difcovered fweets in melancbolj which 
i^e could not find in mirtb \ and has led us with fuc- 
ceTs to the dufty urn, when we could draw no pleafure 
from the fparkling bowl \ as paftoral conveys an idea 
of Simplicity and innocence, it is in particular the taik 
iuicl merit of elegy to (hew the innocence and fimpli- 
B 3 city 

• *< Dicite lo P«an, & lo bis dicitc P«an/' Ovid. 
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6 A PREFATORY ESSAY 
city of rural life to advantage : and that, in a way 
(iiftin6l from paftoraly as much as the plain but jur 
dicious landlord may be imagined to furpafs his tenant 
botli in i&gnitj and underfianding. It fhould alfo tend 
td elevate the more tranquil virtues of humilUyy dlfinter* 
tfiednefsy Jlmplicityy and innoctnce : but then there is a 
degne of elegance and refinement, no way inconilftent 
with thefe rural virtues ; and that raises elfgj^ above 
that merutn rus, that unpolijbed rufticity, which has 
given our paftoral writers their higheft reputation. 

Wealth and fplendor will never want their proper -. 
iRreight : the danger is, left they fliould too much pre* 
ponderate. A kind of poetry therefore which throws 
its chief influence into the otlier fcale, that magnifies 
the fweets of liberty and independence, that endtars the 
honeft detigbts of love and friendfhip, xhvXcelebNKta the 
glory of a good name after death, that ridicules the 
futile arrogance of birth, that recommends the i-nsocent 
amufement of letters, and infenfibly prepares the mi&d 
for that humanity it inculcates^ fucb a kind of poetry 
may chance to pleafe \ and if it pleafe, fhould feem to 
be of fervice. 

As to ihtftyle of elegy, it may be well enough de- 
termined from what has gone before. It ihould irai- 
tate the voice and language of grief, or if a metaphor 
of drefs be more agreeable, it fhould be iimple aail 
diffufe, and flowing as ft mourner's veil. A verfificft^ 
tion therefore is defirable, which, by indulging a Uo^ 
and unconflrained expreflion, may admit of that fim- 
plicity which elegy requires. 

4 Herdic > 



ON ELEGY. > 

Heroic metre, with alternate rhyme, ieems well 
enough adapted to tills fpecies of poetry j and, however 
exceptionable upon other occafions, its inconveniencies 
appear to lofe their weight in Jborier elegies ; and its 
advantages feem to acquire an aJdiiional importance. 
The world has an admirable example of its beauty ia 
a coUe^lion of elegies not long fmce publijhid j. the pro- 
du6l of a gentleman * of the moil exa£t tafle, and. 
•whole untimely death merits all the tears that elegy 
can Ihed. 

It is not impofCble that Tome may think this metre 
too lax and pmfaic : others, that even a more diflblute 
variety of numbers may have fuperior advantages*. 
And, in favour of thefe laft, might be produced the 
example of Milton in hi* Lycidas, together with one 
or two recent and beautiful imitations of his veril- 
fication in that monody. But this kind of'argu-- 
ment, I ani apt to think, mufl prove too much j fmce 
the writers I have in view feem capable enough oj£ 
recommending any metre they Ihall chufe $ though it 
muft be owned alfo, that the choice they make of any>. 
is at the fame time the ftrongeft prefumption in itft. 
favour. ' 

Perhaps it may be no great difficulty^ to eomprgmife' 
the diipute. There is no one kind of metre that is dif« 
tinguifhed by rhymes, but is liable to fome obje6lion. 
or other. Heroic verfe^ where every fecond line is 
terminated by a rhyme, (with which the j^udgment re- 
B 4 quires 

• Mr* Hammond » 



8 A PREFATORY ESSAY 
quires that the fmfi (hould in fome meafure alfo ter- 
ttinate) is apt to render the expreflion either fcan^ 
or conftrained. And this is fometimes obfervabk in 
the writings of a poet lately deceafed \ though I believe 
no one ever threw fo much fenfe together with fo much 
tafe into a couplet as Mr. Pope. But, as an air, of 
eonfirairA too often accompanies this metre, it feems 
by no means proper for a writer of eltfty^ 

The prtvbus rhyme in Milton^s Lycidas is very fre- 
quently placed at fuch a diftance from tl^ following, 
that it is often dropt by the memory (much better 
employed in attending to the fcntiment) before it he 
brought to join its partner : and this feems to be*the 
greateft obje^on to that kind of verilfication. But then 
the peculiar taft and ^variety it admits of, are no doubt 
fiifficient to overbalance the obje6lion9 and to give it 
the preference to any other, in an elegy of Ungth. 

The chief exception to which Jianxa of all kinds 
is liable, is, that it breaks the fenfe too rigularly^ 
when it is continued through a long poem. And 
this may be perhaps the fault of Mr. Waller's ex- 
cellent panegyric. But if this fault be lefs difcemiblc 
in fmaller compofitions, as I fuppofe it fj, I flatter 
myfelf, tliat the advantages I have before mentioned 
refulting from alternate rhyme (with which ftanza i^ 
I think, conne£led) may, at /eaft in Jhortn elegies, be 
allowed to outweigh its imperfe6lions. 

I (hall fay but little of the different kinds of elegy. 
The melancholy of a lover is different, no doubt, 
fjrom what we feel on other mixed occaflons. The 

mind 
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mind in which love and giief at once predomi- 
natc, is foftened to an ixcefs. Love-elegy therefore is 
inore negligent of order and defign> and being ad-i 
drefled chiefly to the ladies, requires little more than 
tendemen and perfpicuity. Elegies, that tire formed 
upcrn promifcuous incidents, and addrefled to the world 
in general, inculcate fome fort of moral, and admk^a 
different degree of reafoning, thought, and ardour. 

The author of the following elegies entered on his 
fubje£ls occafionally, as particular incidents in life^SK^- 
giftedy or difpoiitions of mind recommimied them to 
his choice. If he defcribes a rural land/kip, or unfolds 
the train of fentiments it infpired, he fairly drew his 
piflure fi*om tlie fpot j and felt very fenfibly the affec- 
tion he communicates. If he fpeaks of his humble 
ihed, his flocks and his fleeces, he does not counter- 
feit the fcene ; who having (whether through choice or 
neceflity, is not material) retired betimes to country- 
iblttudes, and fought his happinefs in rural employ- 
ments, has a sight to coniider himfelf asa real /hepherd. 
Xhe flocks, the meadows, and the grottos, are bis 
ovm, and the embellifliment of his^rM his fole amufe- 
ment. As the fentiments therefore were infpired by 
nature, and that in the earlier part of his life, he hopes 
they will retahi a natural appearance ; difluiing at leafl 
fbme part of that amufement, which he freely acknow- 
leges he received from the compofition of them. 

There will appear perhaps a real inconHftency in 
the moral tenor of the feveral elegies j and tlie fub- 
iequent ones may fometimes feem a recantation of the 

preceding* 
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preceding. The reader vrill fcarcely impute this ta 
everiight $ but will allow, that men''s opinions as well 
as tempers vary ; that neither public nor private, a^ii^ 
nor fpeculative life, are unexceptionably happy, and 
confequently that any change of opinion concerning 
them may aiford an additional beauty to poetry, as it 
gives us a more ftriking reprefentation of life. 

If the author has hazarded, throughout, the ufe o£. 
Engliih or modern alluiions* he hopes it will not be 
imputed to an entire ignorance, or to die ie<fft difefteenij 
of the ancient learning. He has kept tlie ancient 
plan and method in his eye, though he builds his edi- 
fice with the materials of his own nation. In othor 
words, through a fondnefs for his native country, he 
has made ufe of the flowers it produced, tliough, in 
order to exhibit them to the greater advantage, he has 
endeavoured to weave his garland by the beft model hp 
could find : with what fuccels, beyond his own amufe- 
ment, mufl be left to judges lefs partial to him 
tlian either his acquaintance or his friends. -^If any oi 
thofe Ihould be fo candid,, as to approve tlie variety of 
fubje6ls he has cliofen,^ and the tendemefs of fentiment 
he has endeavoured to imprefs, he begs the metr^ alio 
may not be too fuddenly condemned. The public ear, 
habituated of late to a quicker meafure, may perhaps 
confider tbh as heavy and languid i but an objedlioa of 
that kind may gradually lofe its force, if this mea- 
liire (hould be allowed to fuit the nature of elegy. 

If 
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If it ihould happen to be confidered as an objeft 
with others, that there is too much of a moral caft 
djfRifed through the whole i it is replied, that he euiiea' 
imtred to animate the poetry fo far as not to render 
this objeflion too obvious i or to rify^ excluding the 
fafhionable reader: at the fkme time never deviating 
from a fixed principle, that poetry without morality is 
but the blofom of 3, fruit 'tree. Poetry is indeed like 
that fpecies of plants, which may bear at once both fruits 
and bloflbms ; and the tree is by no means in perfe£kioa 
without the former, however it may be cmbelliihcd by 
the flowers which furround it* 
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ELEGIES. 

ELEGY I. 

He arrives at his retirement in the country, and 
takes occafion to expatiate in praife of, iimpli- 
city. To a Friend. 

'p O R mral virtues, and for native flcies, 
■^ I bade Augiifta's venal fons farewell j 
Now 'mid the trees, I fee my fmokc arife j 

Now hear the fountains bubbling round my cell. 
O may tlut genius, which fccures my reft, 

Preferve this villa for a friend that 's dear ! 
Ne'er may my vintage glad the fordid breaft j 

Ne'er tinge the lip that dares be uniincere ! 
Far from thefe paths, ye faithlefs friends, depart ! 

Fly my plain board, abhor my hoftile name ! 
Hence ! the faint vcrfe that flows not from the heart. 

But mourns in labour'd ftrains, the price of fatne 1 

O lov'd fimplicity, be tKine the.prize ! 

Aillduous art correal her page in vain ! 
IHs be the palm who, guiltlefs of difguife, 

Contemns the power, the dull refource to feign I 
Still may the moui*ner, lavifh of his tears 

For lucre's venal meed, invite my fcoin I 
Still may the bard diffembling doubts and fears. 
For praife, for flattery fghing, figh forlorn ! 

5oft 



14 SHE N STONE'S POEMS, 

Soft as tlie line of love-fick Hammond flows, 

^Twas his fond heart ei&isM the melting theme j 
Ah ! never could Aonia's hill difclofe 

So fair a foimtaini or fo lovM a ftream. 
Ye lovelefs bards ! intent with artful pains 

To form a figh, or to contrive a tear ! 
'Fqrego your Pin^us, and on — plains 

Survey Camilla's charms, and grow (incere« 
But thou, my friend ! while in thy youthful foul 

Love's gentle tyrant feats his aweful throne. 
Write from thy bofom— let not art controul 

The ready pen, tliat makes his edi6ls known. 
Pleafing, when youth is long expir'd, to trace. 

The foiTus our pencil, or our pen defign'd ! 
*« Such was our youthful air, and fliape, and face I 

<* Such the foft image of our youthful mind I 
Soft whilft we deep beneath tlie rural bowers, 

'I'he Loves and Graces fteal unfeen away j 
Apd where the turf diffus'd its pomp of flowers. 

We wake to wintry fcenes of chill decay I 

* Curfe tlie fad fortune that detains thy fair ; 

Praife the foft hours that gave thee to her arms ; 
Paint thy proud fcorn of every vulgar care, 

When Hope exalts thee, or when Doubt alarms. 
Wfhere witli Oenone thou haft worn the day. 

Near fount or ftream, in meditation, rove ; 
If in tlie grove Oenone lov'd to ftray, 

The* faithful Mufe (hall meet thee in the grove. 

ELEGY 
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t L E G Y II. 
On poflhutncius reputation. To a Friend. 

r^ G R I E F of griefs I that envy's frantic ire 
^^ Should rob the Urtng virtue of its praife i 
O fooliih Mufes ! that with zeal infpire 

To deck the cold infenfate (hrine widi bays ! 
When the free fpirit quits her humble frame. 

To tread the ikies with radiant garlands crowA'd, 
Say, will (he hear the diftaat voice of fame } . 

Or, hearing, fancy fweetnefs in tlie found f 
Perhaps ev'n genius pours a flighted lay $ 

Perhaps ev'n friendship flieds a fruitlefs tear { 
Ev'n Lyttelton but vainly trims the bay, 

And fondly graces Hammond's mournful bien. 
Tliough weeping virgins haunt his favoured urn. 

Renew theia* chaplets, and repeat their fighs j 
Though near his tomb, Sabaean odours burn. 

The loitering fragrance >!viU it reach the (ki*?s-? 
No, (hould his Delia votive wreaths prepare, 

Delia might place the votive wreaths in vain x 
Yet the dear hope of Delia^s future care 

Once crown'd his pleafures, and difpeird his paiiK 
Yes— tlie fair profpeft of furviving praife 

Can every fenfe of prefent Joys excel : 
For this, great Hadrian chofe laborious days ) 

Through thia, expiring, bade a gay farewel. 

Shall 
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Shall then our youths^ who fame^s bright fabric raiicy 
To lifers, precarious date confine their care ? 

O teach them you, to fpread the facred bafe. 
To plan a work, through lateft ages fair I 

Is it fmall tranfport, as with curious eye 

You trace the ftory of each Attic fage. 
To think your blooming praife (hall time defy ? 

Shall waft like odours through the pleafing page ? 
To mark the dajr, when through the bulky tome» 

Around your name the varying ftyle refines ? 
And readers call their lofl attention home. 

Led by that index where true genius (hines ? 
Ah let not Britons doubt their focial aim, 

Whofe ardent bofbm catch this ancient fire 1 
Cold intereft melts before the vivid flame. 

And patriot ardours, but with life, expire ! 

ELEGY III- 

On the untimely death of a certain learned 
' acquaintance. 

T F proud Pygmalion quit his cumbrous frame, 
^ Funereal pomp the fcanty tear fupplies j 
Whilft heralds loud with venal voice proclaim, 

Lo ! here the brave and tlie puiiTant lies. 
When humbler Alcon leaves his drooping friends. 

Pageant nor plume diftinguifh Alcon's bierj 
The faithful Mufe with votive fong attends. 

And blots the mournful numbers with a tear. 

He 
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He little knew the fly penurious art ; 

That odious art which fortune's fairourites know ^ 
Form'd to beftow^ he felt the warmeft heart* 

But envious Fate forbade him to beftow. 

He little knew to ward the fecret wound i 
•He little knew that mortals could enfnai'e ; 

Virtue he knew ; the nobleft joy he found. 
To fing her glories, and to paint her fair I 

111 was he (k\\Vd to guide bis wiandering iheep } 

And unforefeen difafter thinned his fold; 
Yet at another's lofs -the Twain would weep ; 

And> for his friend, his very crook were fold. 
Ye fons of wealth I proteft the Mufe's train ; 

From winds prote£l them, and with food fupply ; 
Ah ! helplefs they, to ward the threatened pain I ' 

The meagre famine, and the wintery flcy ? 
He lov'd a nymph : amid ft his {lender ftore, 

He dar'd to love j and Cynthia was his theme ; 
He breathed his plaints along the rocky -ftiwe, 

They only echoM o'er the winding ftream ; 
His nyniph was fair I the fweeteft bud that blows 

Revives lefs lovely from the r6cent(hower 5 
So Philomel enamour'd eyes the rofe ; 

Sweet bird ! enamour'd of the fweeteft flower * 
He lov'd the Mufe j flie taught him to -complain j^ 

He faw his timorous loves on her depend ; . . 
He lov'd the Mufe; although flie taught in vain j 

He lov'd the Mufe, for flie was virtue's frieod. 

C ' . She 
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She guides the foot that treads on Parian floors f 

She wins the ear when formal pteas are vain ^ 
She tempts patricians from the fatal doors* 

Of vice's brothely forth to virtue's fane. 
He wifhM ibr wealthy for much lie wiihM to give^ 

He griev'd that virtue might not wealth obtain j 
Piteous of woesy and hopelefs to relieve. 

The penfivs proved (adden'd all his ftFain* 
I faw him faint ! I faw him fink to reft ! 

Like one ordainM to fwell the vulgar tlirong ^ 
As though the virtues had not warmed his breaft. 

As though the Mufes not infpir'd liis tongue. 
I faw his bier igRobly crofs the plain ; 

Saw peafant hands the pious rite fupply » 
The generous nifties moum'd the friendly fwajn^ 

But power and wealth's unvarying cheek was dry I 
Such Alcon fell $ in meagre want forlorn ! 

Where were ye then, ye powerful patrons, where? 
Would ye the purple ftiould your limbs adorn. 

Go wsUh the conicious blemish witli a tear. 

ELEGY IV. 
Ophbj,ia'sUrn. To Mr. Graves. 

'T^ HROUGH the dim veil of evening's duflcy ihade, 
•*• Near fome lone fane, or yew's funereal green. 
What dreary forms has magic fear furvey'd ! 
What ihrouded fpeftres fuperftition feen ! 

I But 
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But you fecure (hall poor ^tir fad complaint, 
Nor dread the meagre phantoms wan array ; 

What none b\it fear's officious hand can paint. 
What none, but fuperftition^s eye, furvcy. 

The glimmering twilight and t|ic doubtful dawn 

Shall fee your ftep to thefe fad fcenes return : 
Conftant, as cryftal dews impearl the lawn, 

Shall Strephon's tear bedew Ophelia*S urn ? 
Sure nought unhallow'd fliall prefume to ftray 

Where deep the reliques of that virtuous maid s 
Nor aught unlovely bend its devious way. 

Where foft Ophelia's dear remains are laid. 
Haply thy Mufe, as with unceafmg fighs 

She keeps late vigils on her urn reclin'd. 
May fee light groups of pleaiing vifions rife ; 

And phantoms glide, but of celeftial kind. 
There fame, her clarion pendant at her fi^e. 

Shall feek forgivenefs of Ophelia's ihade j 
** Why has fuch worth, without diftin6lion, dy'd, 

«* Why, like the defert's lily, bloom'd to fade ?" 
Then young fimplicity, averfe to feign. 

Shall unmolefted breathe her fofteft %h : 
And cdndour with unwonted wannth complain. 

And innocence indulge a wailful cry. 
Then elegance, with coy judicious hand. 

Shall cull frefh flowrets for Ophelia's tomb : 
And beauty chide tlie Fates' fevere command, 

That ihew'd the frailty of fo fair a bloom 1 

C z And 
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And fancy then, with ^Id ungovem'd woe. 

Shall her lovM.pupirs native tafte explain ^ 
For mournful fable all her hues forego. 

And a(k fweet folace of the Mufe in vain ! 
Al\9 gentle forms, txye&. no fond relief; 

Too much the facred Nine their lofs deplore : 
Well may ye grieve, nor find an end of grief— 

Your beft, your brighteft favourite is no morc- 

E L E G Y V. 
He compares the turbulence of love with the 
tranquillity of friendfhip. To M e l i s s a his 
Friend. 

T7 R Q M love, «from angry love'^ inclement reign 
^ I. pais a while to friendihip's equal ikies; . 
Thooiy generous maid, relicv*ft my partial pain. 

And cheai'il the vi6lim of another's eyes. 
'Tis thou, MeliiTa, thou dcferv'il my care : 

How can my will and reafon difagree ? 
How can my pafGon live beneath defpair ! 

How can my bofom iigh for aught but thee? 
Ah dear Melifla ! pleased witli thee to rove, 
^ My foul has yet furviv'd its drearieil time ; 
III can I bear the various clime of love ! 

Love is a pleafing, but a various clime ! 
So fmiles immortal Maro's favourite ihore, 

Farthenope, with every verdure crown 'd! 
When ilrait Vefuvio'^ horrid cauldrons roar. 

And the dry vapour blaHs the regions round* 

Oh 



Oh bliiafiil cegions ! oh unriTalM plains ! 

' When Maro to thcfe fragrant haunts retirM ! 

Oh^^tal realms ! and oh accurft domains ! 

When £lii&y» *niid fulphureous clouds^ expired ! 
So fmiles the furface of the treacherous main, 

As o'er its^waves the peaceful halcyons play j 
When foon rude winds their wonted rule regain^ 
. And iky and ocean mingle in the fray. 
But let or air contend, or ocean rave j 

£y'n hope fubfide amid the billows toft $ 
Hope, ftill emergent^ ftill contemns the wave, 

■And not a feature's wonted. fmile is loft. 

E' L E G: Y VI. 

To a lady on the language of birds. 

/^ QME then, Dione, let us range the grove, 
The fcience of the feathered choirs explore : 
Hear linnets argue, larks defcant of love. 

And blame the gloom of folitude no more. 
Mry-douht fubftdes— "tis no Italian' fong, 

Nor fenfelefs ditty, chears the vernal tree : 
Ah ! who, that hears Dione's tuneful tongue, I 

Shall doubt that muiic may wi^ ienfe agfte ? 
And come, my Mufe ! that lov'ft the fylvan fliade 5 

Evolve the mazes, and the mift difpel : 
Tranflate the fong j convince my doubting maid. 

No folcmn dervife can can explain fo weU.<« 

C 3 PenfiVe 
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Penfive beneath the twilight fhades I fate. 

The flave of hopelefs vows, and cold diiciadn t 
When Philomel addrefsM his mournful mate. 
And thus I conftrued the mellifluent ftrain. 
*< Sing on, my bird^the liquid notes prolong. 

At every note a lover flieds his tear ; 
Sing on, my bird— *tis Damon hears thy fong-; 

Nor doubt to gain applaufe, when lovers hear. 
He the fad fource of our complaining knows | 

A foe to Tereusy ancl to lawlefs love ! 
He mourns the ftory of our ancient woes ; 
' Ah could our mufic his complaints remove t 
Yon* plains are govemM by a peerlefs maid ; 

And fee pale Cynthia mounts the vaulted iky» 
A train of lovers court the checquerM fhade i 

Sing on, my bird, and hear thy mate's reply, 
Erewhile no (hepherd to tliefe woods retired ; 
No lover bleft the glow-worm's pallid ray : 
But ill-ftar'd birds, that liftening not admirM^ 

* Or liftening envy'd our fuperior lay. 
Chear*d by the fun, the vaflals of his power. 
Let fuch by day unite their jarring ftraans ! 
But let us chufe the calm, the filent hour, ^ 
Nor want £t audience while Dione reigns,** 
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ELEGY VIL 
He defcribes his vifion to an aoquauitaiMe. 

-** Caetera per terras omnes animalia,"" &c. Virg, 

£^ N diflant heaths, beneath autumnal ikies, 
^^ Peniive I faw the circling ihades defcend j 
Weary and faint I heard the ftonn artfe. 

While the fun vani(hM like a faithlefs friend. 
1^0 kind companion led my fteps aright ; 

No friendly planet lent its glimmering rayi 
Ev'n the lone cot refus'd its wonted light, 

Wliere toil in peaceful flumber clos'd tlie day* 
Then the dull bell had giv«n a pleafmg found ; 

The village cur 'twere tranfport then to hear 5 
In dreadful filence all wais huihM around, 

While the rude ftorra alone diftrefe'd mine car* 

As led by Oi-weU's winding banks I ftray^d, 

Wliere towering Wolfey 1)reath'd his native air 5 
A fudden luftrc chasM the flitting fliade. 

The founding winds were hufti'd, and all was fair. 
Inftant a grateful form appeared confeft | 

White were his locks with awftil fcarlet crownM, 
And livelier far than Tyrian feem'd his veft. 

That with the glowing purple ting'd the ground. 
** Stranger, he faid, amid this pealing rain. 

Benighted, lonefome, whither would'ft thou ftray ? 
Does wealth or power thy weary ftcp conftrain ? 

Reveal thy wiih, and let me point the way. 

C 4. For 
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For know I trod the trophy'd paths of power $ 
Felt every joy that fair ambition brihgs 5 

And left the lonely roof of yonder bower,. 
To ftand beneath the canopie$ of kings.. 

I bade low hinds the towering ardour fhare ; 

Nor meanly rofe, to blefs myfelf alone : 
I fnatch'd the ihepherd from his fleecy care> 

And bade his wholefome dictate guard the tlinone. 

Low at ray feet the fuppliant peer I faw ; 

I faw proud empires my deciAon wait 5 
My will was duty, and my word was law, 

My fmile was tranljport, and my frown was fite," 

Ah me ! faid I, nor power I feekj nor gain ; 

Nor urg'd by hope of fame thefe toils endui-e j 
A iimple youth, that feels a lover's pain, 

And, from his friend^s condolance, hopes a cure. 
He, the dear youth, to whofe abodes I roam. 

Nor can mine honours, nor my fields extend ; 
Yet for his fake I leave my diilant home. 

Which oaks embofom, and which hills defend. 

Beneath that home I fcorn tlie wintry wind ; 

The fpring, to fhade me, robes her faireft treci 
And if a friend my grafs-giown threfhold find, 

O.how my lonely cot relbunds with glee ! 
Yet, though averfe to gold in heaps amafsM, . 

I wifh to blefs, I languifh to bcftow ;' 
And though no friend to fame's obftreperous Waf^, 

Still, to her dulcet murmurs not a foe. 

Too 
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Too proud with fervile tone to deign addrefs ; 

Too mean to think that honours are my due, 
Yet /hould fome patron yield my ftores to blefs, 

I fure fliould deem my boundlcfs thanks were fevf • 

But tell me, thou ! tliat, like a meteor^s fire, 

Shot^ftblaxing forth j difdaintng dull degrees ; 
Should I to wealth, to fame, to power afpire, 

Muft I not pafs more rugged paths than Acfe ? 
Muft I not groan beneath a guilty load, 

Praife him I fcorn, and him I love betray > 
Does not felonious envy bar the road ? 

Or falfehood*s treacherous foot befet the way? 

Say fhould T pais through favour's crowded gate^ 

Muft not fair truth inglorious wait behind ? ' 
Wfailft I approach the glittering fcenes of ftate, 

My beft companion no admittance find ? 
Nurs'd in tlie fhades by freedom"'s lenient care, 

Shall I the rigid fway of fortune own ? 
Tailght by the voice of pious truth, prepare 

To fpum an altar, and adore a throne ? 
And when proud fortune's ebbing tide recedes. 

And when it leaves me no unlhaken friend, 
Shall I not weep that e'er I left the meads, 

Which oaks embofom, and which hills defend ? 
Oh ! if thefe ills the price of power advance, 

Check not my fpeed where foclal joys invite 4 
The troubled vifion caft a mournful glance, 

,And figliing vanifh'd in the fhades of night. 

ELEGY 
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ELEGY Vm. I 

He defciibes his early love of poetry, and its 
confequences. To Mr. Graves, 1745. 

Written after th« death of Mr. Pope. 

7I H me ! what envious magic thins my fold ? 
•^^ What mutter'd fpcU retards their late increafe ? 
Such lefTening fleeces muft the Twain behold. 
That e'er with Doric pipe efTays to pleafe. 

I faw my friends in evening circles meet $ 

I took my vocal reed^ and tunM my lay i 
I heard them fay my vocal reed was fweet : 

Ah fool ! to credit what I heard them fay 1 
Ill-fated bard I that feeks his (kill to ihow. 

Then courts the judgment of a friendly ear ! 
Not the poor veteran, that permits his foe 

To guide his doubtful ftep, has more to fear« 
Nor could my Graves miftake the entices laws, 

. Till pious friendfhip markM the pleafmg way : 
Welcome fuch error ! ever bleft the xaufe ! 

Ev'n though it led me boundlefs leagues aftray ! 

<Couldft thou reprove me, when I nurs*d the flame 
On liftening Cherweirs ofier banks reclined ? 

While, foe .to fortune, unfeduc'd by fame, 
I footli'd tlie bias of a carelefs mind. 

Youths 
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Youth's gentle kindred, health and love were met ? 

What though in Alma's guardian arms I play'd ? 
How fhall the Mufe thofe vacant hours forget f 

Or deem that blifs by folid cares repaid ? 
Thou know'ft how tranfport thrills the tender breaft. 

Where love and fancy fix their o^t^g reign j 
How nature flvines in livelier colcrars dreft. 

To blefs their union, and to grace their train. 
So firft when Phoebus met the Cyprian queen, 

And favour'd Rhodes beheld tlieiy paffion crown'd, 
Unufuai flowers enrichM the painted greea ; 

And fwift fpontaneous toks blufii'd around. 
Now fadly lorn, from Twitnara's widow'd bowe;*, , 

The drooping Mufes take their caiual way ; 
And where tliey ftop, a flood of tears they pour ; 

And where they weep, no more the fields are gay. 
Where is the dappled pink, the (prighdy rofe f 

The cowflip's golden cup no more I fee : 
l^ark and difcolour'd every flower that blows* 

To form the garland. Elegy ! for thee 1— 

^ough of tears has wept tlie virtuous dead ; 

Ah might we now the pious rage conti'oul % 
Huih'd be my grief ere every fmile be fled. 

Ere the deep fweiling iigh fubvert the foul I 
If near fome trophy fpring a ftripling bay, 

Pleas'd we behold the graceful umbrage rife 5 
But foon too deep it works its baneful way, 

JVnd, low on eaith, tlie proftrate ruin lies. 

ELEGY 
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ELEGY IX. 
He defcribes his difintcreftednefs to a friend. 

T NE*ER muft tinge my. lip with Celtic wines } 

The pomp of India muft I ne'er, difplay ; 
Nor boaft the produce of Peruvian mines. 

Nor, with Italian founds, deceive the day. 
Down yonder brook my crjrftal beverage flows ^ 

My grateful iheep tlieir annual fleeces bring } 
Fair, in my garden buds the damafk rofe. 

And, from my grove, I hear tlie throftle fing. 
, My fellow fwains I avert your dazzled eyes ; 

In vain allur'd by glittering fpoils they rove. 
The fates ne'er meant them for the fhepherd's ]^rize. 

Yet gave them ample recompence in love. 
They gave you vigour from your parent's veins ; 

They gave you toils ; but toils. your finews brace 5 
TJiey gave you nymphs, that own their amorous pains. 

And (hades, . the refuge of the gentle race. 

To carve your loves, to paint your mutual flames, 

.See ! polifii'd fair, the beech's friendly rind 1 
To fing foft carrols to your lovely dames, 

See vocal grots, and echoing vales aflignM ! 
Would' ft thou, jnyStrephon, love's delighted flave! 

Though fure the wreaths of chivalry to ihare. 
Forego the ribbon thy Matilda gave. 

And, giving, bade dice in remembrance ^^ear ? 

lU 
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111 fare my peace, but every idle toy, 

If to my rtntkd my Delia^s form it brings, 
-Jias truer wortli, imparts fincerer joy. 

Than all that bears thexadiant ftamp of kings, 
O my foul weeps, my breaft with anguifli bleed^ 

When love deplores the tyrant power of gain ! 
Dfrd^ining riches as the futile weeds, 

I rife fuperior, and the rich difdain. 

Oft from the ftream, flow wandering down the glade, 
Penfive I hear the nuptial peal rebound j 

"** Some mifer weds, I cry, the captive maid, 
** And fome fond lover (ickens at the found." 

"Not Somervile, the Mufe's friend of old. 

Though now exalted to yon ambient fky, 
'So ihun'd a foul diftain'd with earth and gold. 

So lov'd the pure, the generous breaft, as I. 
Scom'd be the wretch that quits his genial bowl, 

'His loves, his friendfhips, eVn his felf, refigns;. 
Perverts the facred inftin£l of his foul, 

And to a ducate's dirty Ijphere confines. 
But come, my friend, with tafte, with fcience "bleft. 

Ere age impair me, and ere gold allure j 
Reftorc thy dear idea to my breaft, 

The rich depofit (hall the (hrine fecure. 

Let others toil to gain the fordid ore. 
The charms of independence let us fmg j 

Bleft with tliy friendftiip, can I wifh for more ? , 
I 'U fpum the boafted wealth of Lydia's kii\g. 

ELEGY 
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ELEGY X. • 

To Fortune; fuggefting his motive for 

repining at her difpenfations. 

A S K not tlie caufe, why this rebellious tougue 
•*^ •*• Loads with frcfh curfes thy detefted fway ! 
^ik not, thus branded in my fofteft fong, 

Why Hands the flattered name, which all obey ? 
Tis not, that in my fhed I lurk forlorn. 

Nor fee my roof on Parian cohimns rife j 
That, on this bieaft, no mimic ilar is borne, 

Rever'd, ah ! more than thofe that light the Ikiet. 
'Tis not, that on the turf fupinely laid, 

I fmg or pipe, but to the flocks that graze j 
And, all inglorious, in the lonefome ihade. 

My Anger ftiffens, and my voice decays. 
Not, that my fancy mourns thy ftem command. 

When many an embryo dome is loft in air $ 
While guardian prudence checks my eager hand. 

And, ere the turf is broken, cries, ** Forbear. 
<• Forbear, vain youth! be cautious, weigh thy goId» 

*' Nor let yon riling column more afpire j 
^* Ah I better dwell in ruins, than behold 

** Thy fortunes mouldering, and thy domes entire. 
^* Honorio built, but dar'd my laws defy j 

" He planted, fcomful of my (age conunandt j 
•* The pe&ch^s menial bud rcgalM hi« eye 5 

** Thit fhiitige ripoi'd for note frugal hands/* 

See 
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See the final 1 ftream that pours its nmrmu ring tide 

O'er £bme rough rock that would its wealth difplay, 
Pifplayft it aught but penury and pride ? 

Ah ! conftrue wifely what fuch murmurs fay. 
'• How would fome flood> with ampler treafures bleft^ 

Difdainful view the fcantling drops diftil ! 
How muft • Velino (hake his reedy creft ! 

How every cygnet mock the boaftive rill I 
Fortime, I yiel4 *. and fee, I give the fign 5 

' At noon the poor mechanic wanders home j ' , 
Colle6l$ the fquare, tlie level, and the line. 

And, with retorted eye, forfakes the dome,. 
Yes, I can patient view the fhadelefs plains 5 

Can unrepining leave the rifing wall : 
Check the fond love of art tliat firM my veins, 

** And my warm hopes, in full puriiiit, recall* 
Defcend, ye ftorms ! deftroy n>y rifmg pile j 

Loos'd be the whirlwind's unremitting fway j; 
Contented I, although tlie gazer fmile 

To fee it fcarce furvive a winter's day. 

Let forae dull dotard ba(k in thy gay Ihrine, 
. As in the fun regales his wanton herd 5 
Guiltlefs of envy, why fliould I repine. 

That his rude voice, his grating reed, 's prefer'd? 
Let him exult, with boundlefs wealth fupply'd. 

Mine anjl the fwain's reluftant homage Ihaie 5 
But ah ! his tawdry ihepherdefs's pride, 

Gods ! muft my Delia, mu&. my Delia bear ^ 

Let 
♦ A river in Italy. 
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.Mud Delia^s foftnefs, elegance^ and eafe^ 
•Submit to Marianas drefs ? to Marian's gold ? 

Muft Marian's robe from diiiant India pleafe ? 
The Ample fleece my Delia's limbs enfold ? 

J •<« Yet fure on Delia feems the ruffet fair 5 

"Ye glittering daughters of difguire, adieu V^ 
So talk the wife, who judge of fhape and air. 

But will the rural thane decide fo true ? 
Ah ! what is native worth eftoem'd of clowns? 

'Tis thy falfe glare, O fortune^, thine tliey fee* 
'Tis for my Delia's fake I dread thy frowns> 

And my laft gaQ) fhall curfes breatli on thee, 

ELEGY XI. 

He complains howfoon the pleaiing novelty of 
life is over. To Mr. J a c o. 

A H me, my friend ! it will not, will not laft! 
"^^ This fairy- fcene, that cheats our youthful eyes ! 
The charm diffolves ; th' aerial mufic 's paft j 
The banquet ceafes, and the vifion flies. 
' Where are the fplendid forms, tlie rich perfumes. 
Where the gay tapers, where the fpacious dome ? 
Vanifh'd the coftly pearh, the crimfon plumes. 
And we, delightlefs, left to wander home ! 
Vain now are books, the fage's wifdom vain ! 

What has the world to bribe our fteps aftray. 
Ere reafon learns by ftudy'd laws to reign. 
The weakened paflions, fclf^fubdued, ohty. 

Vain 
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Scarce has the fun feven annual couries rolIM, 

Scarce fhcwn the whole that fortune can Tupply ^ 
Since, not the mifer fo carefsM liis gold. 

As I» for what it gave, was lieard to figh. 
On the world's ftage I wiih'd fome fprightly part i 

To deck my native fleece with tawdry lace I 
Twas life, 'twas tafte, and— oh my foolifh heart; 

Subftantial joy was fix'd in power and place. 
And you, ye works of art I allurM mine eye. 

The breathing picture, and the living ftbne s 
^ Though gold, though fplendour, heaven and fate 
** deny, 

*< Yet miglit I caO one Titian Stroke my own !'* 
Smit with the charms of fame, whofe lovely fpoil^ 

The wreath) the garland, fire the poet's pride, 
I trim'd my lamp, confum'd the midnight oil — 

But foon the paths of health and fame divide ! 
Oft too I prayM, 'twas nature form'd the prayer. 

To grace my native fcenes, my rural home j 
To fee my trees exprefs their planter's care. 

And gay, on Attic models, raife my dome. 
But now 'tis o'er, the dear deluiion\'s o'er I 

A ftagnant breezelef* air becalms my foul t 
A fond afpiring candidate no more, 

I fcom the palm, before I reach the goal. 
O youth ! enchanting ftate, profufely bleft! 

Blifs ev'n obtruilvc courts the frolic mind y 
Of health negleftful, yet by health careft j 

Carelefs of favour, yet fecure to £nd« 

J> Th«» 
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Then glows the breaft, as opening rofes fair 5 

More free, more vivid, than the linnet's wing j 
Honeft .as light, tranfparent ev*n as air. 

Tender as buds, and lavifh as the fpring. 
Not all the force of manhood's aflive might. 

Not all the craft to fubtle age aflignM, 
Not fcience ihall extort that dear delight. 

Which gay delufion gave the tender mind* 

Adieu foft raptures, tranfports void of care ! 

Parent of raptures, dear deceit adieu I 
And you, her daughters, pining with de{pair. 

Why, v/hy fo foon her fleeting fteps purfue ? 
Tedious again to curfe the drizling day ! 

Again to trace the wintry tracks of (how I 
Or, footh'd by vernal airs, again furvey. 

The felf-fame hawthorns bud, and cowflips blow ! 
O life ! how foon of every blifs forlorn ! 

We ftart falfe joys, and urge the devious race i 
A tender prey j that chears our youthful mom, . 

Then ilnks untimely, and defrauds the cliace* 

ELEGY XII. 
His recantation, 

T^ O mori the Mufe obtrudes her thin difgutfe ! 

^ No more with awkward fallacy coroplainsy 
How every fervour from my bofom flies. 

And reafon in her lonefome palace reigni* 

Ere 
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Ere the chiU'wintcr of our days arrive. 

No more (he paints the hreaft from paiiion free i 
I feci, I feel one loitering wifli furvive— 

Ah) need i, Florio, name that wiih to thee? 
The ftar of Venus u&erB in the day. 

The iirft, the lovelieft of the train that fhine t 
The ftar of Venus lends her brighteft ray. 

When other ftars tlieir friendly beams refign.^ 
Still in my breaft one foft defire remains. 

Pure as that ftar, from guilt, from intereft free. 
Has gentle Delia tripM acrofs the plains. 

And need I, Florio, name that wifti to thee ? 
Willie, cloyM to find the fcenes of life the fame, 

J tune with carelefs hand my languid lays 5 
Some fecret impulfe wakes my former flame, 

And fires my ftrain with hope of brighter days, 

I flept not long beneath yon, rural bowers ; 

And lo ! my crook with flowers adom*d I fee ; 
Has gentle Delia bound my crook with flowers. 

And need. I, Elorio, name my hopes to tliee ? 

ELEGY XIII.. 

To a Friend, on feme flight occaiioii. eftrangcd 

from him. 

TT EALTH to my friend, and many a chearful day 

Around his feat may peaceful fhades abide ! 
Smooth flow tlie minutes, fraught with fmiles away, 
And| till they crown our union, gently |;;Iide. 

V % Ah 
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Ah me ! too fwiitly fleets our veraal bloom ) 
Loft to our wonted friendfhip^ loft to joy ! 

Soon may thy breaft the cordial wifh refume. 
Ere wintry doubt its tender warmth deftroy. 

Say, were it ours, by fortune's wild command^ 

By chance to meet beneath the torrid zone ; 
Would*ft thou reje£l thy Damon's plighted hand? 
.Would'ft thoii with fcom thy once-lov'd friend dlf> 
own? 
Life is that ftranger land, that alien dimes 

Shall kindred fouls forego their focial claim ? 
Launched in the ^'aft abyfs of fpace and time^ 

Shall dark fufpicion quench the generous flame ? 
Myriads of fouls, that knew one parent moldy 

See fadly fever'd by the laws of chance 1 
Myriads, in time's perennial lift cnroU'd^ 
Forbid by fate to change one tranfient glance ! 

But we have met— where ills of evciy form. 

Where pafl^ons rage, and hurricanes defcend x 
Say, (hall we nurfe the rage, afTift tlie ft^rm } 

And guide them to the bofom— of a friend ! 
Yes, we have met— through rapine, fraud, and wrong : 

Might our joint aid the paths of peace explore ! 
Why leave thy friend amid the boifterous throng> 

Ere death divide us, and we part no more ? 
For oh I pale ficknefs warns thy friend away ; 

For me no more the vernal rofes bloom ! 
I fee ftem fate his ebon wand difplay ; 

And point tlic wither'd regions of the tomb. 

Then 
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Then the keen anguifli from thine eye fliall ftart* 
Sad as thou follow^ft ray untimely bier j 

«< Fool that I was— if friends fo ibon muft part, 
** To let fuipicion intermix a fear." 

ELEGY XIV. 

Declining an invitation to vifit foreign countrieSt 
he takes occafion to intimate the advantages 
of his own. 

To Lord Temple. 

"TTT HILE others, loft to fricndfliip, loft to love, 
^ ^ Wafte their beft minutes on a foreign ftrand* 
Be mine, with Bridlh nymph or fwain to rove, 

And court the genius of my native land. 
Deluded youth I that quits thcfe verdant plains. 

To catch the follies of an alien foil ! 
To win the vice his genuine foul difdains. 

Return exultant, and import the fpoil 1 
In vain he boafts of his detefted prize ; 

No more it blooms to British climes convey*J« 
Cramped by the impulfe of ungenial (kiesi^ 

See its fi^ih vigour in a moment fade 1 

Th' exotic folly knows its native clime ; 

An aukward ftranger, if we waft it o*er; 
Why then thefe toils, this coftly wafte" of tims, 

To (pread foft poifon on our happy ihore } 

D J I CO- 
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I covet not tlie pridle of roreign looms-; 

In learch of foreign modes I fcom to rove 5 
Nor, for the worthlefs bird of brighter plumes. 

Would change the mcaneft waibler of my grove. 
No diftant clime ihall fervile airs impait, 

Or form thde limbs "^ith pliant eaft to playi 
Trembling I view the GauPs illufive art. 

That fteals my lov'd rufticity away. 

^is long fince freedom fled th' Hefperian clime ; 

Her citron groves, her flower-embroiderM fliore^ 
She faw the Britiih oak. iifpire fublime. 

And foft Campania^ s olive charms no more. 
Let partial fun$ mature tlie weftem mine, 

To flied its luftre o'er th' Iberian maid i 
Miei^, beauty, fluipe, O native foil, are thine 5 

Thy pcerlefs daughters afk no foreign aid. 
I^t Ceylon's envy'd plant * perfume the feas. 

Till torn to feafon the Ba'tavian bowl 5 
Ours is the breaft whofe genuine ardours pleafe» 

Nor need a drug to meliorate the (bul. 
Let the proud Soldan wound th' Arcadian grovet. 

Or with rude lips th' Aonian fount profane j 
The Mufe no more by flowery Ladon roves. 

She feeks her Thomfon on the Britifli plain. I 

"Tell not of realms by ruthlefs war difmay*d $ 

Ah ! haplefs realms that war's oppreflion feel ! 
In vain may Auftrii Boaft her Noric blade. 

If Auftria bleed beneath her bdafttd fteel. 

Beneath 
* The cinnamon. 
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BeneatTi her palm Idume vents her moan ; 

Raptured (he once beheld its friendly ihade! 
And hoary Memphis boafts her tombs alone. 

The mournful types of mighty power decay'd I 
No crefcent here difplaysMts baneful horns j 

No turbanM hoft the voice of truth reproves ; 
Learning's free fource the fage's bread adorns, 

And i^oets., not inglorious, chaunt their loves. 
Boaft, favoured Media, boaft thy flowery ftores $ 

Thy tlioufand hues by chemic funs rcfin'd i 
'Tis not the drefs or mien thy foul adores, 

^Tis the rich beauties of Britannia^s mind. 

'While Grenville-s breaft * could virtue's ftores afford. 

What envy'd flota bore fo fair a freight ? 
The mine comparM in vain its latent hoard. 

The gem its luftre, and the gold its weight. 
Thee, Grenville, thee with calmeft courage fraught. 

Thee the lov*d image of thy native ihore ! 
Thee by the virtues arm'd, tlie graces taught. 

When (hall we ceafe to boaft, or to deplore ? 
jPrefumptuous war, which could thy life deftroy. 

What fliall it now in recompence decree ? 
While friends that merit every earthly joy. 

Feel every anguiflij feel the lofs of thee! 
Bid me no more a fervile realm compare. 

No more the Mufe of partial praife arraign ; 
Britannia fees no foreign breaft fo fair. 

And, if flic glory, glories not in vain. 

D4. ELEGY 

♦ Written about the time of Capt. Grcnville's deaths 
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ELEGY XV, 
In memory of a private family • in Worcefterfliire. 

FR O M a lone tower with reverend ivy crownM, 
The pealing bell awakM a tender figh ; 
Still> as the village caught the waving found, 

A fwelling tear diftream'd from every eye. 
So droop'dy I ween, each Briton's breaft of old. 

When the dull curfew fpoke their freedom fled j 
For, iighing as the mournful accent roird. 

Our hope, they cry*d> our kind fupport is dead ! 
'Twas good Palemon— near a (haded pool, 
. A group of ancient elms umbrageous rofe ; 
The flocking rooks, by inftind^'s native rule. 

This peaceful fcene, for their afylum, chofe. 
A few fmall fpircs to Gothic fancy fair. 

Amid the flvades emerging, ftruck the view j 
''Twas here his youth refpir'd its earlieil air ; 

*Twas here his age breath' d out its laft adieu. 

One favourM fon engagM his tendered care ; 

One pious youth his whole affeflion crowned ; 
In his young breaft the virtues fprung fo fair, 

Such charms difplayM, fuch fweets diffused around. 
But whilft gay tranfport in his face appearn^ 

A noxious vapour clogs the poifonM (ky ; 
Blafts the fair crop— the lire is drown'd in tears. 

And, fcarce furviving, fees his Cynthio die ! 

O'er 
? The Penns of Harborough. 
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O'er the pale corfe we faw him gently bend ; 

Heart-chiird with grief--" My thread, he cry'd, 
is fpuii! 
If heaven had meant I ihould my life extend, 

Heaven had preferv'd my life's fupport, my fon. 
Snatched in thy prime ! alas, the ftroke were mild. 

Had my frail form obey'd the fate's decree I 
Bleft were my lot, O Cynthio ! O my child ! 

Had heaven fo pleased, and I had dy'd for thee,'* 

Five fleeplefs nights he ftem'd this tide of woes ; 

Five irkfome funs he faw, through tears, forlorn I 
On his pale corfe die fixth fad morning rofe 5 

From yonder dome the mournful bier was borne. 
'Twas on thofe downs, by JRoman hofts annoy'd. 

Fought our bold fathers 5 niftic, unrcfin'd ! 
Freedom's plain fons, in martial cares employed ! 

Thcyting'd their bodies, but unmalk'd their mind* 
'Twas there, in happier times, this virtuous race. 

Of milder merit, fix'd theii- calm retreat j 
War's deadly crimfon had forfook the place. 

And freedom fondly lov'd the chofen feat, : 
No wild ambition fir'd their tranquil breaft. 

To fwell with empty f9unds a fpotlefs name^ 
If foftermg flcie^, the fun, the ihower were bleft:, 

Their bounty i\iread$ their fields extent thefame* 
Thofe fields, profufe of raiment, food, and fire. 

They fcorn'd to leifen, carclefs to extend ^ 

Bade luxury to laviih courts afpire, 

And avarice to city-breails defcend. 

Nonei 
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Noive^ to a yiFgin^^ iiimd> prGfer'd her dowers 
, To fire with vicious .h.ope» a piodcft heir ; 

The fire, in place of titles, wealth, or poiwer^ 

Affign'd him virtue $ and his lot was fair. 
• They fpoke of fortune, as forae doubtful dame. 

That iway*d the natives of a diftant fphcrei 
JFrora lucre's vagrant fans had learnt her fame. 

But never wifliM to place hert)anners here. 
Here youth's free (piritj innocently gay, 

>£njoy'd tlic moil that innocence can give, 
. Tliofe wholefome fweets that border virtue's way ; 

Thofe cooling fruits, that we may tafte and live. 
Their board no ftrange ambiguous viand 1>ore ; 

from tlieir own ftreams their choi cer fare they drew. 
To lure the fcaly glutton to the fliore, 

The fole deceit their artlefs bofom knew ! 

' ;Sincere themfelvesj. ah too fecure to iind 
^ The common bofom, . like their own, fincere 1 
^Tis its own guilt alarms the jealous mind j 

*Tis her own poifon bids the viper fear^ 
Sketch'd on the lattice of th' adjacent fi^e. 

Their fuj^liant bufts implore the reader's px^ycr j 
>Ah gentle fouls ! enjoy your blifsful reign. 

And let frail mortals claim, your guardian care. 
-For fure, to bli&ful realms the foub are flown. 

That never flatter'd, .injurM, cenfurM, ftrove j 
"T^e friends of fcience ! mufic, all their own { 

Muilc the voice of virtue and of lovei 

The 
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THe Journeying peafant, through the fecret fhade. 

Heard their ibft lyres engage his liftening car j 
Jl.nd haply deem'd fome courtcotis angel playM 5 

No angel play'd— but might with tranfport hear. 
For thefe the founds that chafe unholy ftrife ! 
• .Solve envy's chann, ambition's wretch releafe! 
Raife him to fpurn the radiant ills of life : 

To pity pomp, to be content with peace. 
Tarewel, pure fpirits ! vain the praife we g^ve, 

The praife you fought from lips angelic Hows j 
JFarewel ! the virtues which defervc to live, 

Deferve an ampler blifs than life beftows. 

Xaft of his race, Palemon, now no more 
The modeil merit of his line difplay'd 5 

Then pious Hugh Vigornia's mitre wore— 
Soft fleep the duft of each deferving fliadc ! 

ELEGY XVI- 

He fuggefts the advantages of birth to a pcrfon 
of merit, and the folly of a fupercilioufnefs 
that is built upon that fole foundation. 

-"¥T T HEN genius grac'd with lineal fJ)lcndor glows* 
^ ^ When title Ihi nes with ambient virtues crown'd^ 
Like feme fair almond's flowery pomp it ihews ; 
The pride^ the perfaihe of the regions round. 

Then 
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Then learn, jc fair ! to (often ^lendor^s r«y ; 
Endure the fwain» the youth of low degree $ 
Let meeknefs joinM its temperate beam difplay } 

*Tis the mild Ycrdare that endears the tree* 
Pity the &ndalM Twain* the ihepherd's boy } 

He figfas to brighten a negle&ed name j 
Foe to the dull appuUie of vulgar joy. 

He mourns his lot; he wiihes, merits fame* 
In Tain to groves and pathlefs vales we fly ; 

Ambition there the bowery haunt invades ; 
Fame's awful rays fatigue the courtier^s eye. 

But gleam ftill lovely through the checquerM (hades. 
Vainly, to guard from love's unequal chain. 
Has fortune rearM us in the rural grove j 
Should ****'*s eyes illume the defart plain, 

£v'n I may wonder, and ev'n I mufl love* 
Nor unregarded fighs the lowly hind ; 

Though you contemn, the gods refpe£l his vow ; 
Vindi^ve rage awaits the (comful mind, 

And vengeance, too feirere 1 the gods allow. 
On Sarum^s plain I met a wandering fair; 

The look of forrow, lovely dill (he bore i 
Loofe flow'd the foft redundance of her hair. 

And, on her brow, a flowery wreath (he wore* 
Oft (looping as (he ftray'd, (he cullM the pride 

Of every plain ; (he pillag'd every grove I 
The fading chaplet daily (he fupplyM, 
And (till her hand fome various garland wove* 

Erro- 
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Erroneous fancy fhap*d her wild attire $ 

From Bethlem's walls the poor lymphatic ftrayM ; 
Seemed with her air her accent to confpire, 

Wlien, as wild fancy taught her,, thus (he faid i 
^* Hear me,, dear youth t oh hear an haplefs maid^ 

Sprung from the fbepterM line of ancient kings I. 
ScornM by the world, I aflc thy tender aid f 

Tliy gentle voice fhall whifper kinder things.. 
The world is frantic— fly the race profane— 

Nor I, nor you, fhall- its compaflion move {> 
Come friendly let us wander, and compIaMi, 

And tell me, (hepherd ! hafl thou feen my love i^ 
My love is young— but other loves ar£ young j. 

And other loves are fair,, and £[x is mine } 
An air divine difclofes whence he fprung j 

He is my love, who boafts that air divine.. 
No vulgar Damon robs me of my reft, 

lanthe liftens. to no vulgar vow j 
A prince, from gods defcended^ fires her breafb'^. 

A brilliant crown diftinguifhes his brow. 
What, fhall I fbin the glories of my race ? 

More clear, more lovely bright than Hcfper's beam I 
The porcelain pure with vulgar dirt debafe ? 

Or mix with puddle the pellucid fbeam ? 

See through tliefe veins the fapphire current fhine ! 

'Twas Jove's own ne6iar gave th' etlterial hue i 
Can bafe plebeian forms contend with mine ! 

Difplay the lovely white^ or match the blue ? 

Th«^ 
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The psunter ftrave to tr^Rt its azure ray ; 

He changed his coioursy aud in vain he ftrove v 
He frowB'd— I finiling view'd the faint eflay ; 

Poor youth ! he little knew it flowM fcom Jove.. 

Pitying his toi!, the wondrous truth I told 5 
How amorous Jove trepann'd a mortal fair ; 

How through the race the generous current roll'd. 
And mocks the poet's art, and painter's* care. 

Yes, from the gods, from earlieft Saturn, fprung 

Our facred race ; through demigods, convey'd j. 
And he, ally'd to Phoebus, ever young, 

My god-like boy, muft wed their duteous maid. 
Oft when a mortal vow, profanes my ears, 

My fire's dread fury murmurs through the Iky ; 
And ihould I yield— his inftant rage appears, 

He darts th' up-lifted vengeance— and I die. 
Have you not heard unwonted thundei's roll 1 

Have you not feen more horrid lightnings glare ! 
•Twas then a vulgar love cnfnarM my foul : 

'Twas then— I hardly fcap-'d the fatal fnare. 

•Twas then a peafant pour'd his amorous vow. 

All as I liften'd to his vulgar ftrain ;— 
Yet fuch his beauty — would my birth allow. 

Dear were the youth, and blifsful were the pirun* 
But oh ! I faint ! why waftes my vernal bloonij 

In fniitlefs fearches ever doora'd to rove ? 
My nightly dreams the toilfome path refume, - 

Afid I ihall die^before I Bxkdr my love* 

4 When 
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When laft I flept, inethought my ravifli'd eye, 
On diftant heaths his radiant £orm furveyM ; 

Though night's thick clouds encompafsM all thefky. 
The gems that bound his brow, difpeird the (hade, 

O^'hdw this bofom kradlcd at the fight ! 

Led by their beams I urg'd tlic pieafmg chafe ! 
Till, on a fuddeh, thefe with-hcld tlieir light— . 

AA> all things envy the fublime embrace. 
But now BO'more— behitid the diftant grove, 

Wanders my deftinM youth, and chides my ftay s 
See, fee, he grafps the fteel— forbear, my love— 

lanthe comes 5 thy princefs haftes away." 
Scornful Ihe fpoke, and heedlefs of reply 

The Idvcly martiac bonded o'er the plain j 
The piteous viftim of an angiy (ky ! 

Ah me I the vi6Um oi her proud difdain I 

ELEGY XVII. 

He indulges the fuggeflions of fpleen : 

An elegy to the winds, 

** -ffiole, namque tibi divum pater atque hominua»rc% 
" Et mulcere dedit mentes & tolierq vento." 

^ TE R Nnionarch of the winds, admit my prayerl 
*^ A while thy fury check, thy ftorm confine I 

No trivial blaft impells the paflive air 5 
Btkt brews a tempeft m^ breaft like mine. 

What 
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What bands of black ideas fpread their wings ! 

Tlie peacefiii regions of content invade I 
. With deadly poifon taint the cryftal fprings t 

With noifome vapour blaft the verdant fhade f 
I know their leader, fpleen ^ and dre&d the fway 

Of rigid Eunis, his deteftcd fire $ 
Tlirough one my blofibms and my fruits decay ; 

Through one my pleafures and my hopes expire* 
Like fome pale ih*ipling, when his icy way 

Relenting yields beneatli tlte noontide beam» 
I ftand aghaft ; and chiird with fear furvey 

How far I 've tempted life's deceitful ftream l 

Where, by remorfe impeird, repulsM by fearr» 

Shall wretched fancy a retreat explore ? 
She flies the fad prefage of coming years. 

And forrowing dwells on pleafures now no more I 
Again with patrons and with friends (he roves ^ 

But friends and patrons never to return ! 
She fees the nymphs, the graces^ and the loves^ 

Bat fees them, weeping oler Lncinda'^s um» 
She vifits, Ifis ! thy forfaken ftream, 

Oh ill forfaken for Boeotian air ! 
She deems no flood reflects fo bright a beamr 

No reed fo verdant, and no flowers fo fair. 

She dreams beneath thy facred (hades were peactty 
Thy bays might ev'n the civil ftorm «pel j 

Reviews thy focial blifs, thy learned eafe. 
And with no chearful accent cnesi fisrewel t 

Farewell 
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Farewcl, with whom to thefe retreats I ftray'd I 
By youthful iports, by youthful toils aliy*d \ 

Joyous we fojoumM in thy circling (hade. 
And wept to find the paths of life divide. 

She paints the progrefs of my rival^s vow; 

Sees eveiy Mufc a partial ear incline j 
Binds with luxuriant bays his favourM brow^ 

Nor yields the refufe of his wreath to mine. 
She bids the flattcnng mirror, form'd to pleafc. 

Now blaft ray hope, now vindicate defpairj 
Bids my fond verfe the love-fick parley ceafe ; 

Accufe my rigid fate, acquit my fair. 

Where circling rocks defend fome pathlefs vale, 

^perfluous mortal, let me ever rove ! 
Alas ! there echo will repeat the tale — 

Where (hall i find the filent fconcs I love ? 

Fain would I mourn my lucklefs fate alone 5 

Forbid to pleafe, yet fated to admire j 
Away my friends 1 my forrows are my own ! 

Why Ihould I breathe around my fick defire ? 
Bear me, ye winds, indulgent to my pains. 

Near fome fad mine's ghaftly (hade to dwell ! 
There let me fondly eye the rude remains. 

And from the mouldering refufe, build my cell ! - 

<>enius of Rome ! thy proftrate pomp difplay ! 

Trace every difmal proof of fortune's power ; 
Xet me the wreck o£ tlieatres furvey, 

•Or penfive fit beneath fome nodding to\ver. 

E Or 
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Or ^here fome du^l, by rolling feafons womy 

ConveyM pure ftreams t* Rome's imperial wall^ 
Near die wide breach- in filence let me mourn 5 

Or tune my dirges to the water's fall. 
Genius of Carthage 1 paist thy ruin'd pride f 

Towers, arches, fanes, in wild confufion ftrewn j. 
Let banifti'd Marius, lowering by thy fide» 

Compare thy fickle fortunes with his own. 
Ah no ! thou monarch of the ftorms ! forbear ! 

My trembling nerves abhor thy rude controul ^ 
And fbarce a pleafing twilight foothes my care, 

Ere one vaft death like darknefs fhocks my foul*. 
Forbear thy rage«-on no perennial bafe 

Is built frail fear, or hope's deceitful pile $ 
My pains are fled— my jpy refumcs its place> 

Should the iky brigliten, or Melifla fmiki. 

ELEGY XVIIL 
He repeats the fong of C o l l 1 n, a difcerning 
fliepherd ; lamenting the Hate of the woollc» 
xnanufaftory. 

•* Ergo omni Audio glaciem ventofque nivales, 
** Quo minus eft illis curae mortalis egeftas, 
*« Avcrtes : viftumque feres," V i r c. 

TWT EAR Avon's bank, on Arden's flowery plain, 
^^ A * tuneful fliepherd charm'd the liftening wave i 
And funny Cotfol' fondly lov'd the ftrain j 
Yet not a garland crowns the ihepherd's grave ! 

Oh! 
• Mfr Somervilcr 
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Oh ^ loft Ophelia ! fmoothly flowM the day. 

To feel his nwilc with my flames agree { 
To tafte the beauties of his melting lay. 

To taflp, and fancy it was dear to thee. 
When, for his tomb, wth each revolving ycai;^ 

I fteal the muik-rofe from l;he fcented brake„ 
I fti-ew my cowflips, and I pay my tear, 

I '11 add the myrtle for Oplielia's fake. 

Shivering beneath a leaflefs thorn he lay. 

When death's chill rigour feizM his flowing tongue $ 
The more I found his faultering notes decay, 

The more prophetic trutli fublimM the fong. 
** Adieu my flocks, he faid \ my wonted care. 

By funny mountain, or by verdant fhore ! 
May fome more happy hand yoi^r fold prepare, 

And nuiy you need your Collin's crook no more ! 
And you, ye fhepherds ! lead my gentle flieep j 

To breezy hills, or leafy flielters lead ; 
But if the fl^y with ftipwers inceflfant weep, 

Avoid the putrid moifture of the mead. 

Where the wild thyme perfumes, the purpled heath, 

Long loitering there your fleecy tribes extend-^ 
But what avail the maxims I bequeath ? 

The fruitlefs gift of an officious friend ! 
Ah ! what avails the timorous lambs to guard, 

Though nightly cares, with daily labours, join ? 
If foreign floth obtain the rich reward. 

If Gallia's craft the ponderous fleece purloin. 

B % Was 
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Was k for this, by couftant vigils worn, 

I met the terrors of an early grave $ 
For this I led them from the pointed thorn ? 

For this I bath'd them in the lucid wave ? 
Ah heedlefs Albion ! too benignly prone 

Thy blood to lavifh, and thy wealth refign ! 
Shall every other virtue grace thy throne. 

But quick-cy'd prudence never yet be thine ? 
From the fair natives of this pecrlefs hill 

Thou gav'ft tlie fheep that browze Iberian plains : 
Their plaintive cries the faithlefs region fill. 

Their fleece adonis an haughty foe's domains. 
Ill-fated flocks ! from cliff to cliff they flray ; 

Far from their dams their native guardians far ! 
Where the foft fhepherd, all tlie livelong day, 

Chaunts his proud miQirefs to his hoarfe guittar. 

But Albion's youth her native fleece defpife 5 
Unmov'd they hear the pining fhepherd 's moan ; 

In filky folds each nervous limb difguife, 
Allur'd by every treafure, but their own. 

Oft have I hurry'd down the rocky fteep. 

Anxious, to fee the wintiy tempefl 4rive ; 
Prefcrve, faid I, preferve yotir fleece, my fhecp ! 

Ere long will Phillis, will my love arrive. 
Ere long (he came ; ah ! woe is me, fhe came ! 

Rob'd in the Gallic loom's extraneous twint : 
For gifts like thcfe they give their fpotlefs fame, 

Refign their bloom, their innocence refign. 
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Will no bright maidy by worth , by titles known. 

Give the rich growth of Britilh hillt to fame ? 
And let her charms, and her example, own 

Tliat virtue's drefs, and beauty's are the fame ? 
Will no famM chief fupport this generous maid ? 

Once more the patriot's arduous path refiune ? 
And, comely from his native plains array 'd, 
' Speak future glory to the Britiih loom ? 
What power unfeen my ravifliM fancy fires ? 

I pierce the dreary ihade of future days j 
Sure 'tis the genius of the land infpires. 

To breath my lateft breath in ♦ • • 's praifc. 
O might my breath for * • • 's praife fuifice, 

How gently ihould my dying limbs repofe ! 
O might his future glory blefs mine eyes, 

My ravifli'd eyes I how calmly would they clofe ! 
♦ * • was bom to fpread the general joy j 

By virtue rapt, by party uncontroul'd j 
Britons for Bntain ihall tlie crook employe 

Britons for Britain's glory ihear the fold." 

ELEGY XIX. 
Written in fpring I74-3. 

AGAIN the labouring hind inverts the foil j 
'*-^ Again the merchant ploughs the tumid wave j 
Another fpring renews the foldier's toil. 
And finds me vacant in the rural cave* 

E t As 
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-As the foft lyre difplay'd my wonted loves. 

The penfivepleafure and the tender pain. 
The fordid Alpheus hurry'd through my groves '| 

Yet ftop'd to vent the diftates of difdain. 
-He glanc'd contemptuous o'er my ruinM fold 5 

He blam'd the graces of my favourite bowery 
My breaft, unfuUy'd by the luft of gold 5 

My time, unlavifh'd in purfuit of power. 
Yes, Alpheus ! fly the purer paths of fate ; 

Abjure thefe fcenes from venal paffions free 5 
Know, in this grove, I vow'd perpetual hate, ^ 

War, endlefs war, with lucre and with thee. 
Here nobly zealous, in ray youthful hours, 

I dreft an altar to Thalia's name : 
Here, as I crown'd the verdant fhrine with flowers, 
. Soft on my labours ftole the fmiling dame. 
Pamon, ihe cry'd, if pleas'd with honeft praife* 

Thou court fuccefs by virtue or by fong. 
Fly the falfe diftates of the venal race 5 

Fly the grofs accents of the venal tongue. 
Swear that no lucre (hall thy zeal betray 5 

Swerve not thy foot with fortune's votaries more^ 
Brand thou their lives, and brand their lifelefs day— 

The winning phantom urg'd me, and I fwore. 

Fortli from the ruftic altar fwift I ftray'd, 

** Aid my firm purpofe, ye celeftial powers \ 
'Aid me to quell the fordid breaft, I faid j 

And threw my javelin tow'rds their hoftile towers *. 

Think 
^ A Roman ceremony la declaring war* 
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Think not regretful I funrey the deed j 

Or added y^ars no more the zeal allow ^ 
Still, ftill obfervant to the grove I fpeed. 

The flirine embelliih> and repeat the vow* 
-Sworn from his cradle Rome's relentlefs foe, ' 

Such generous hate the Punic champion * bore 5 
Thy lake, O Thrafimene ! beheld it glow. 

And Cannae's walls, and Trebia's crimfon ihore. 
.But let grave annals paint the warrior's fame $ 

Fair (hine his arms in hiftory enroU'd i 
Whilft humbler lyres his civil worth proclaim. 

His nobler hate of avarice and gold.— 
JNow Punic pride its final eve furvey'd j 

Its hofts exhaufted, and its fleets on Are : 
-Patient the vigor's lurid frown obey'd, 

And faw th' unwilling elephants retire. 
JBut when their gold deprefs'd the yielding fcale, 

Their gold in pyramidic plenty pil'dy 
He faw th' unutterable grief prevail 5 

He faw their tears, and in his fizry imird. ' 
Think not, he cry'd, ye view the fmites of e'afe. 

Or this firm breaft difclaims a patriot's pain j 
J imile, but from a foul eitrang'd to peace. 

Frantic with grief, delirious with difdain ! 

But were it cordial, this detefted fmile. 

Seems it lefs timely than the grief y% Ihow ? 
ftO fons of Carthage ! grant me to revile 

The fordid fource of your indecent woe ! ^ 

E 4 Why 

* Hannibal. 
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Why weep ye now t ye faw with tearlefs eye 
When your fleet perifh'd on the Punic wavej 

Where iurkM the coward tear, the lazy figh. 
When Tyre's imperial ftate commencM a flave ? 

•Tispaft— O Carthage » vanquifli'd ! honoured fhtide ! 

Go, the mean forrows of thy fons deplore j 
Had ft-eedom ihar'd tlie vow to fortune paid, 

She ne'er, like fortune, had forfook thy ihore/' 

He ceas'd— abafh'd the confcious audience liear^ 
Their pallid cheeks a crimfon blufh unfold i 

Yet o'er that virtuous blufh diftreams a tear. 
And falling moiftens their ajiandon'd gold; 

E L E G Y XX, 

He compares his humble fortune with the diftref^ 
of others; and his fubjeftion to Delia, with 
the miferable fervitude of an African flave. 

"YliT H Y droops, this heart, with fancy'd woes 

forlorn* 
. Why ilnks my foul beneath each wintry flcy ? 
What penfive crowds, byceafelefs labours worp, 

Wlut myriads, wifti to be as bleft as I • 
What though my roofs devoid of pomp arife. 

Nor tempt the proud to quit his deftin'd way ? 
Nor coftly art my flower)' dales dilguife, 

Where only fimple friendfliip deigns to ftxay ? 

Sec 
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See the wild Tons of Lapland^s chili domain. 

That fcoop their couch beneath the drifted fnows t 
How void of hope tlicy ken the frozen plain» . 

Where the fharp eaft for ever, ever blows i 
Slave though I be, to Delia's eyes a (lave, ' 

My Delia's eyes endear the bands I wear;* 
Tlie figh fhe caui'es well becomes the brave. 

The pang fhe caui'es, 'tis ev*n blifs to bear^ 

See the poor native quit the Libyan ihores. 

Ah ! not in love'» delightful fetters- bound! 
No radiant fmile his dying peace reftores; 

Nor love, nor fame, nor fdendfhip, heals his wound^ 
Let vacant bards difplay their boafted woes,. 

Shall I the mockery of grief difplay ? 
No, let the Mufe his piercing pangs difclofe,. 

Who bleeds and weeps- his fum of life away. 
On the wild beach in mournful guife he ftood^ 

Ere the (hrill boatfwain gave the hated figii j. 
He dropt a tear unfeen into the flood j 

He flole one fee ret moment, to repine.. 

Yet the Mvtk liflenM ta the plaints he made 5- 

Such moving plaints as nature could infpire j.. 
To me the Mufe his tender plea conveyM^ 

JBut fmooth'd, and fuited to the founding lyre»- 
*« Why am I ravifh'd from my native flrand ?* 

What favage race protefts this impious gain ? 
Shall foreign plagues infefl this teeming land. 

And more than fea-born monfters plough tile main f 

Hera 
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Here the dire locufts horrid fwarms prevail ; 

Here the blue af^w with livid poifon fwell 5 
Here the dry dipia writh his finuous mail j 

Can we not here fecure from envy dwell ? 
When the grim lion urg*d his cruel chace. 

When the ftern panther fought his midnight preji^ 
What fate referv'd me for this chriftian race ? 

O race more poliHi'd, more fevere than they 1 
Ye prouling wolves, purfue my lateft cries ! 

Thou hCingry tiger, leave thy reeking den ! 
Ye Tandy waftes, in i*apid eddies riib ! 

O tear me from the whips and fcoms of men ! 
Yet in their face fuperior beauty glows ; 

Are fmiles the mien of rapine and of wrong-? 
Yet from their lip the voice of mercy flows. 

And ev^n religion dwells upon their tongue. 
Of blifsful haunts they tell, and brighter climes. 

Where gentle minds conveyM by death repair. 
But ftain'd with blood, and crimfon'd o'er witli crimess 

Say, (hall they merit what they paint fo fair ? 
>No, carelefs, hopelefs, of thofe fertile plains. 

Rich by our toils, and by our forrows gay. 
They ply o\ir labours, and enhance our pains« 

Ami feign tliefe diftant regions to repay. 
iPor them our tuAcy elephant expires j 

For them we drain the mine's cmbowel'd gold;^ 
Where rove the brutal nations wild defires ? — 

Our limbs are purchased, and oui* life i$ fold ! 

z Y<t 
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Yet,ihores there are> bleft (hores for «8 femaiu> 
And favoured ifles with golden fruitage crown^d^ 

Wliere tufted fiowrets paint the verdant plain. 
Where every breeze fliall mcd'cine cveiy wound* 

There the ftem tyrant that enibitters life 

Shall, vainly fuppliant, fpread hi« alking hand^ 

There (hall we view the billows raging ftrife, 
Aid the kind breaft, and waft hie boat to land.^ 

E L E G Y XXr. 

Taking a view of the country from his retirement^ 
he is led to meditate on the chara£ler of the 
ancient Britons. Written at the time of a 
rumoured tax upon luxury, 1746. 

THUS Damon fung— What though unknown ttt 
praife 
Umbrageous coverts hide my Mufe and me.j 
Or 'mid the rural fliepherds, flow my days, 

Amid the rural ftiephcrds, I am free. 
JTo view fleek vaflals crowd a ftatcly hall. 

Say, fhould I grow myfelf a folemn flave^ 
To find thy tints, O Titian ! grace my wall. 
Forego the flowery fields my fortune gave? 
Lord of my time my devious path I bend. 

Through fringy woodland, or fmooth-fliavcn lawr^j 
Or penfile grove, or airy cliff afcend, 
-And hail the fcenc by nature's pencil drawn. 

^ Thanks 



6o SHENSTONE'S POEMS. 

Thanks be to fate— though nor the racy vine. 

Nor fattening olive cloath the fields I rove, 
Sequeftcr*d (hades, and gurgling founts aie mine. 

And every filvan grott the Mufes leve. 
Here if my vifta point the mouldering pile, 

Where hood and cowl devotion's afpecl wore> 
I trace the tottering reliqucs with a fmile, 

To think the mental bondage is no more \ 

Pleased if the glowing landfcape wave with corn j 

Or the tall oaks, my country's bulwark, rife j 
PleasM, if mine eye, o'er thoufand vallies borne, 

Difcern the Cambrian hills fupport the flties. 
And fee Plinlimmon ! ev*n the youthful fight 

Scales the proud hill's etherial cliffs with pain I 
Such Caer-cai*adoc ! thy ftupendous height, 

Whofe ample (hade obfcures th' lernian main. 
Bleak, joylefs regions ! where, by fcience fir'd. 

Some prying fage his lonely (lep may bend j 
There, by tlie love of novel plaints infpir'd. 

Invidious view the clambering goats afcend. 

Yet for thofe mountains, clad with lafting fnow. 

The freeborn Briton left his greeneft mead. 
Receding fullen from his mightier foe. 

For here he faw fair liberty recede. 
Then if a chief perform'd a patriot's part, 

Suftaifi'd her drooping fons, rcpcll'd her foes. 
Above all Perfian luxe, or Attic art, 

The rude majeftic monument aiofe. 

Pro- 
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Projgreflive ages carord forth his fame ; 

Sires, to his praife, attuned their children's tongue j 
The hoaiy druid fed the generous flame, 

While in fuch (brains the reverend vizard fung. 
'< Go forth,, my fons '.—for v^hat is vital breath. 

Your gods expeird, your liberty refign'd ? 
Go forth, my fons I for what is inftant death 

To. fouls fecure perennial joys to lind ? 
For fcenes there are, unknown to war or paijj, 

Where drops the balm that heals a tyrant's wound | 
Where patriots, bleU with boundlefs freedom, reign. 

With mifletoe's myfterious garlands crown'd. 

Such are the names that grace your myftic fongs j 
Your folemn woo€l8 refound their martial fire } 
To you, my fons, the ritual meed belongs, 
. If in the caufe you vanquifh or expire. 
Hark ! from the facred oak that crowns the grovesj 

What aweful voice my raptur'd bofom warms 5 
This is the favoured moment heaven approves, 
Sound the fhrill trump j this inftant, found ti 
arms/' 

Theirs was the fcience of a martial race. 

To fliape the lance, or decorate the fhield ; 
Ey'n the fair virgin ftain'd her native grace. 

To give new horrors to the tented field. 
Now, for Come cheek where guihy bluflies glow, 

For fome falfe Florimers impure difguife, 
The lifted youth, nor wai-'s loud fignal know. 

Nor virtue's call, nor fame's imperial prize. 

Then 
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Then if Ibft concojcd lullM their fears to ileep^ 

Inert and filent flept the manly car 5 
But nilh'd hon-ific o'er the fearful, fteep^ 

If freedom's awful clarion breathM.to war. 

Now the (leek courtier, indolent, and vain, 

ThronM in the fplendid carriage glides f\ipix\^ jj 
To taint his virtue with a foreign ftain. 

Or at a favourite's board his faith redgn*. 
Leave them, O luxury ! this happy foil ! 

Chafe her, Britanniaj to fome hoiftile fhore ( 
Or .* fleece the baneful peft with annual fpoil. 

And let thy virtuous oiFspring weep no more ^ 

ELEGY XXII. 

Written in the year — ■*— , when the rights of 

fepulturc were fo frequently violated. 

SAY, gentle fleep, tliat lov'ft the gloom of nighty 
Parent of dreams ! thou great magician, lay. 
Whence my late vifion thus indures the light 5 
Thus haunts ray fancy through tlie glare of day^ 

The filent moon had fcalM the vaulted ikies, - 

And anxious care refign'd my limbs to reft ;, 
A fudden luftre ftruck my wondering eyes. 

And Silvia flood before my pouch confeft. 
Ah ! not the nyrapU fo blooming and fo gay, . 

That led the dance beneath the feftivt fliadc \ 
But fhe that, in tlie morning of her day, 

Intomb'd beneatli the grafs^green fod was laid» 
* Alludes to a tax upon luxury.. 
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No more her eyes their wonted radiance caft ; 

No more her breaft infpir^d the lover^a flame* 
No more her cheek the Paeftan rofe furpaii; 

Yet feemM her lip's etheriaL fmile the iame. 
Nor fuch her hair as deckM her living face ^ 

Nor luch her voice as charmM the liftening crowd % 
Nor fuch her drefs as heightened every grace 5 

Alas 1 all vaniih^d for the mournful fhroud ! 
Yet feemM her lip's etlierlal cliarm the fame j 

That dear diftin£lion every doubt rcmovM i 
Perifti the lover, whofe imperfect flame 

Forgets one feature of the nymph he lovM. 

« Damon, flie faid, mine hour allotted flies $ 
Oh ! do not wafle it with a fruitlefs tear \ 

Though grievM to fee thy Silvia's pale difguife^ 
Sufpend thy forrow, and attentive hear. 

So may thy M!ufc with virtuous fame be bleft ? 

So be thy love with mutual love repaid I 
So may thy bones in facred filence reft, 

Faft by the reliques of fome happier maid ! 

Thou know'fl:, how lingering on a diftant flioro 

Difeafe invidious nipt my flowery prime ; 
And oh ! what pangs my tender bofom tore. 

To tiiink I ne'er muft view my native clime \ 
No friend was neaf to raife my drooping head | 

No dear companion wept to fee me die j 
JLodge me within my native foil, I faid ; 

There my fond parents honour'd reliques lie. 

Though 
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Tlv>ugh now debarrM of each domeftic tear ; 

Unknown, forgot, I meet the fatal blow $ 
There many a friend (hall grace my woeful bier, 

Ajid many a figh fiiall rile, and tear (hall flow. 

I fpoke, nor fate forbore his trembling fpoil ; 

Some vernal mourner lent his carelefs aid ; 
And foon they bore me to my native foil. 

Where my fond parents dear remains were laid. 
"•Twas then the youths, from every plain and grove, 

AdomM with mournful verfe thy Silvia's bier ; 
"•Twas then the nymphs their votive garlands wove. 

And ftrewM the fragrance of the youtliful year. 

But why, alas ! the tender fcene difplay ? 

Could Damon's foot the pious path decline ? 
^1 no • 'twas Damon firft attunM his lay, 

And fure no fonnet was fo dear as thine. 

Thus was I bofom'd in the peaceful grave; 

My placid ghoft no longer wept its doom 5 
When favage robbers every fanftion brave, 

And with outrageous guilt defraud the tomb I 
Shall my poor corfe, from hoftilc realms conveyM, 

Lofe the cheap portion of my native fands ? 
Or, in my kindred's dear embraces laid. 

Mourn the vile ravage of barbarian hai)ds ? 
Say, would thy bread no death-like toi-ture fiselp 

To fee my limbs the felon's gripe obey ? 
To fee them gafli'd beneath the daring fteel ? • 

To crowds a fpcftre, and to dogs a pray ? 

4 
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'If 'Paean^s.fbns thefe horrid rites require, 

If health's fair fcience be by tliefe refined, 
/Let guilty convi^bs, for their ufc, expire { 

And let their breathlefs corfe avail mankind* 
Yet hard it feems, when guilt's laft fine is paid. 

To fee the viftim's corfe denyM repofe I 
. Now, more fevere ! the poor ofFencelefs maid 

Preads the dire outrage of inhuman foes> 

Where is the. faith of ancient pagans fled ? 

Where the fond care the wandering manes claim ? 
.Nature, inftinftive, cries, Proteft the dead, 

And facred be their a(hes« and their fame : 
. Arife, dear youth ! ev'n now die danger calls ; 

Ev'n now the villain fnuffs his wonted prey j 
. See ! fee ! I lead tliee to yon* facred walls— 

Oh I fly to chafe tliefe human wolves away." 

ELEGY XXIIL 

Reflediions fuggefled by his iituatlon* 

BORN near thefcene for Kenelm's fate renownM 
I take my plaintive reed, and range the grove, 
J^nd raile my lay, and bid the rocks refound 
The favagc. force of empire, and of love* 

Faft by the centre of yon* various wild. 

Where fpreading oaks embower a Gothic fane ; 
'Kendrida's arts a brother's youth beguil'd j 
There nature urgM her tendereft pleas in yain. 

F Soft ' 
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Soft o'er his birth, and o'er his infant hours, 

Th' ambitious maid could every care employ ; 
Then with afliduous fondnefs cropt the Aowers, 
To deck the cradle of the princely boy ? 

But foon the bofom's pleafmg calm is flown i 

Love fires her breaft j the lultry paflions rife j 
A favour'd lover feeks the Mercian throne. 

And views her Kenelm with a rival's eyes. 
How kind were fortune, ah ! how juft were fate. 

Would fate or fortune Mercia's heir remove I 
How Iwect to revel on tlie couch of ftate ! 

To crown at once her lover and her love ! 

See, gamifli'd for the chace, the fraudful maid 
To thefe lone hills dire6l his devious way ; 

The youth all prone the filter guide obey'd. 
Ill-fated youth ! himfelf the deftin'd prey. 

But now, nor fhaggy hill, nor pathlefs plain. 

Forms the lone refuge of the fylvan game ; 
Since Lyttelton has crown'd the fweet domain 

With fofter pleafures, and with fairer fame. 
Where the rough bowman urg'd his headlong deed. 

Immortal bards, a polifli'd race, retire ; 
And where hoarfe fcrcam'd the fbepent horn, fucceed 

The melting graces of no vulgar lyre. 
See Thomfon loitering near fome limpid well. 

For Britain's friend the verdant breath prepare t 
Or, ftudious of revolving feafons, tell. 

How pecrlefs Lucia made all fealbns fair ! 

See 
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See •••••*• from civic garlands fly. 

And in thefe groves indulge his tuneful vein ! 
Or from yon' fummit, with a guardian's eye, 

Obferve how freedom's hand attires the plain 1 
Here Pope ! ah never muft that towering mind 

To his lov'd haunts, or dearer friend, return ? 
What art I what friendfhips I oh ! what fame refign'd! 

—In yonder glade I trace his mournful urn. 
Where is the breaft can rage or hate retain, 

And thefe glad ftreams and fmiling lawns behold i 
Where is tlie breaft can hear tlie woodland ftrain. 

And think fair freedom well exchang'd for gold ? 
Through thefe foft ihades delighted let me ftray. 

While o'er my head forgotten funs defcend \ 
Through tliefe dear valleys bend my cafual wayi 

Till fetting life a total fhade extend ! 
Here far from courts, and void of pompous cares, 

I '11 mufe how much I owe mine humbler fate : 
Or fhrlnk to find, how much ambition dares. 

To fliine in anguish, and to grieve in ftate ! 

Canft thou, O fun ! that fpotlefs throne difclofe,^ 
Where her bold arm has left no fanguine ftain ? 

Where, ihew me where, the lineal fceptre glows. 
Pure , as the iimple crook that rules the plain ? 

Tremendous pomp ! where hate, diftruft, and f»r. 
In kindred bofoms folve the focial tie 5 

There not the parent fmile is half fmcere ; 
Nor void of art the confort's melting eye. 

F % Thert 
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There with the friendly wiihy the l&indly fiame. 
No face is brightenM, and no bofoms beat ; 

Youth, manhood, age, avow one fordid aim. 
And ev^n the beardlefs lip aflays deceit. 

There coward rumours walk their murderous round; 

The glance, that more than rural blame inltills ; 
Whifpers, that tingM with friendlhip doubly ^otnd. 

Pity that injures, and concern tliat kills. 
Their anger whets, but love can ae'cr esgsge ; 

CareiHng brothers part but to revile ^ 
There all men fmile, and prudence warns the wHe, 

To dread the fatal ftroke of all that £nile. 
There all her rivals I fifter, ion, and (ire. 

With horrid purpofe hug deftru&ive arms ; 
There foft-ey'd maids in murderous plots confpire» 

And fcom the gentler mifchief of their charms* 

Let fervile minds one endlef^ watch endure $ 

Day, night, nor hour, their anxious guard refign ; 
But lay me, fate 1 on flowery banks, fecure, 

Though my whole foul be, like my limbs, fupine* 
Yes, may my tongue difdain a vaffal's care | 

My lyre refound no proftitutcd lay j 
More warm to merit, more elate to wear 

The cap of- freedom, than the crown of bay. 
SoothM by the murmurs of my pebbled flood, 
* ■ I wifli it not o*er golden fands to flow i 
Chear'd by the verdure of my fpiral wood, 

I fcom the quarry ^ where no ihrub can grow. 

No 
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No midnight pangs the fliepherd's peace purfiie ; 

His tongue, his hand, attempts no fecret woux^d i 
He fings his Delia, and if fhe be true. 

His love at once, and his ambition *s crown*d* 
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He takes occalion, from the fate of Eleanor of 
Bretagne, to fuggeft the imperfed plcafurcs 
of a folitary life. 

"W Tf 7 HEN beauty mourns, by fate's injurious doom, 
^ ^ Hid from the chearfiil glance of liuman eye j 
When nature's pride inglorious waits the tomb. 

Hard \i that heart which checks the rifing figh. 
Fair Eleonora ! would no gallant mind. 

The caufe of love, the caufe of jufticc own ? 
Matchlefs thy charms, and was no life refigitM 

To fee them fparkle from their native throne ? 
Or had fair freedom's hand unveil'd thy charms, 

Well might fuch brows the regal gem refign ; 
Thy radiant mien might fcom the guilt of arms. 

Yet Albion's awful empire yield to thine. 
O Ihame of Britons ! in one fullen tov-'cr 

She wet with royal tears her daily cell ; 
She found keen anguiih every rofe devour; 

They fprung, they ftione, they faded, and they^elL 

F 3 Through 
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Through one dim lattice fring'd with ivy xx>und« 

Succeflive funs a languid radiance thicwj 
To paint how fierce her angry guardian frown'd. 

To mark how faft her waning beauty flew. 
This, age might bear 5 then fated fancy palU, 

Nor warmly hopes what fplendor can fupply 5 
Fond youth inceflant mourns, if rigid walls 
• Reftrain its liftening ear, its curious eye» 
Believe me, ••*♦, the pretence is vain ! 

This boafted calm that finooths our early dayt» 
For never yet could youthful mind reftrain 

Th' alternate pant for plcafure and for praife. 
Ev'n me, by ihady oak or limpid fpring, 

Ev'ii me> the fcenes of poliih'd life allure j 
Some genius whifpers, *' Life is on the wing. 

And hard his lot that languiihes obfcure. 
What though thy riper mind admire no more— 

The ihining cin6lure, and tlie broider'd fold^ 
Can pierce like lightning through the figured ore> 

And melt to drofs the radiant forms of gold. 

, Furs, ermins, rods, may well attraft thy fcorn 5 
The futile prefeuts of capricious power I 
But wit, but wortli, the public fphcre adorn. 
And who but envies then the focial hour ? 
Can virtue, carelcfs of her pupil's meed, 

Forget how • • • fuftains the (hepherd's caiafe? 
Content in fliades to tune a lonely reed. 
Nor join the founding pxan of applaufe ? 

For 
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For public haimts, impell-d by Britain's weal. 
See Grenville quit the Mufe^s favourite eafej 

And ihall not fwains admire his noble zeal ? 
Admiring praife, admiring ftrive to pleaie i 

hlfCf fays the fage, affords no blifs fmcere; 

And courts and cells in vain our hopes renew : 
But ah i where Gi*envile charms the liftening eafy 

^'Tis hard to think the ch«arlefs. maxim true. . 
The groves may fmile j the rivers gently glide j 

Soft through the vale refound the lonefome lay. 
Bv'n thickets yield delight^ if taflc pMde ; 

But can they pleafe, when Lyttelton''s away f 
Pure as the fwain's the breaft of • • * glows. 

Ah! were the fhepherd's phrafe, like his, refinM ! 
But, how improved the generous diflate flows 

Through the clear medium of a polifliM mind ! 
Happy the youths who, warm with Britain's love,. 

Her inmoft wifti in * * *'s periods hear ! 
Happy that in the radiant circle move. 

Attendant orbs, where Lonfdale gilds the fphere ! 
While rural faith, and every polifhM art. 

Each friendly charm, in • • • confpire. 
From public fcencs all penfive muft you part} 

All joylefs to the greeneft fields retire ! 
Cof plaintive youth 1 no more by fount or fh'eam^ 

Like ibme lone halcyon, fecial pleafure ihun s 
Co due the light, enjoy its chearful beam, 

And hail the bright proceflion of the fun. 

F 4 Then 
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Then coverM by thy ripen'd (hades, reAime 
The filent walk 3 no more by paffion toft : 

Tlien feek thy ruftic haunts ^ the dreary gioom. 
Where ei'cry art, that colours life, is loft."— 

In vain ! the liftening Mnfe attends in vmn ! 
• Reftraints in hoftile bands her motions wait-* 

«-Yet will I grieve^ and fadden all my ftrain. 
When injnr'd beauty mQum» the Mufe^s fate* 

ELEGY XXV. 

To Delia, with fome flowers ; complaining Bow 
much his benevolence fufFers on account of his 
liumble fortune. 

"t Tr r Hate'er could fculpture^s curious art employ, 
^ ^ Whate' er tlie laviih hand of weal th can fliowtr, 
Thefe would I give— and every gift enjoy, 

That pleased my fair-^but fate denies the power* 

Bleft were ray lot to feed the focial fires ! 

To learn the latent wifhes of a friend I 
To give the boon his native tafte admires, 

And, for my^ tranfport, on his fmile depend !• 
Bleft too is he, whofe evening ramble ftrays. 

Where droop the (bns bf indigence and care ! 
His little gifts their gladdened eyes amaxe, 

And win, at fmall expence^ their foadeft prayer f 

And 
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And oil the joy t to iktt» the conftioui light. 
To fpsM^ the modeft blu(h; to givrtinfeea! 

Like fliowers that fall behind the veil of mgbt. 
Yet deeply tinge the fmiling vales with green* 

But happieft tliey, who dirooping realms i-elieve I 

Whofe virtue in our culturM vales appear ! 
For whofe fad fate a thoufand ihepherds grieve, 

Aud fading fields allow the grief fmcere. 
To call loft worth from its oppreflive ihadef 

To fix its equal fphere, and fee it ftirnc; 
To hear it grateful own the generous aid 5 

This, this is traufport-^but miift*ne*er be.mmei 
Faint is my bounded blifs 5 nor I refufe 

To range where daizies open, rivers roll; 
While profe or long the langiiid hours amufe^' 

And foothe the fond impatience of my foul. 
A while I '11 weave the roofs of jafraine bowers,* 

And urge with trivial cares the loitering year ^ 
A while I '11 prune my grove, proteft my ilowersy 

Then, unlamented, prefs an early bier! 
Of thofe lov'd flowers the lifelefs corfe may fhare ^ 
Some hireling hand a fading wreath beftow : . 
The reft will breathe as fweet, will glow as fair» 
As when their mafter fmilM to fee them- glow,. 

The fequcnt morn (hall wake the fylvan quire s 
The kid again ihall wanton ere 'tis noon i 

Katare will fmile, will wear her beft attire $ 
O ! 1^ not gentle Delia fmile fo foon I 

While 
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While the rude hearfe conveys me flow away. 
And carelefs eyes my vulgar fate proclaiin> 

Let thy kind tear my utmoil worth o'erpay 5 
And, foftly fighing, vindicate my fame.— 

O Delia I chear'd by thy fuperior praife, 
I blefs the filent path the fates decree 5 

Pleas'd, from the lift of my inglorious days. 

To raze the moments crown d with blifs and thee. 

ELEGY XXVL 

Defcrlbing the forrow of an ingenuous mind, on 

.the melancholy event of a licentious amour. 

T T 7 H Y mourns my friend ! why weeps his down- 
^ ^ caft eye ! 
That eye where mirth, where fancy usM to (bine ? 
Thy chearful meads reprove that fwelling figh j 
Spring ne'er enamel'd fairer meads than thine. 

Art thou not lodg'd in fortune's warm embrace ? 

Wert thou not form'd by nature's partial care ? 
Bleft in thy fong, and bleft in every grace 

That wins the friend, or that enchants the fair? 
Pamon, faid he, thy partial praife reftrain j » 

Not Damon's friendfhip can my peace reftore ; 
Alas \ his very praife awakes my pain. 

And my poor wounded bofom bleeds the more. 

For oh ! that nature on my birth had frown'd. 
Or fortune fix'd me to fome lowly cell 5 

Then had my bofom Tcap'd this fatal wound. 
Nor had I bid theic vernal fwcets, farewcl. 

But 
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But led by foitune's hand, her darling child. 

My youth her vain licentious blifs admir'd j 
In fortune's train the fyren flattery fmiPd, 

And raihly hallow'd all her queen infpir'd. 
Of folly ftudious, ev'n of vices vain. 

Ah vices ! gilded by the rich and gay ! 
I chasM the guilelefs daughters of the plain. 

Nor dropt the chafe, till Jefly was my prey. 

Poor artlefs maid 1 to ftain thy fpotlefs name, 

Expence, and art, and toil, united drove i 
To lure a breaft that felt the pureft flame, 

Suftain'd by virtue, but bctray'd by love. 
Schooled in the fcience of love's mazy wiles, 

I cloath'd each feature with affe6led fcorn ; 
I fpokc of jealous doubts, and fickle fmiles, 

And, feigning, left her anxious and forlorn. 
Then, while the fancy'd rage alarm'd her care^ 

Warm to deny, and zealous to difprove j 
I bade my words the wonted foftnefs wear. 

And feiz'd the minute of returning love. 

To thee, my Damon, dare I paint the reft ? 

Will yet thy lote a candid ear incline ? 
AfliirM that virtue, by misfortune preft. 

Feels not the ftiarpnefs of a pang like mine. 
Nine envious moons matured her growing fhamte i 

Ere- while to flaunt it in the face of day 5 
When, fcom*d of virtue, ftigmatiz'd by fame. 

Low at my feet defponding Jefly lay. 

« Henrys 
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♦< Henry, flw faid, by Ay dear form fubdxied. 

See the M reliqnes ef a nymph undone '. 
I find, I find thie rifing fob renewM t 

I figh in fiiadesy and ficken at the fun. 
Amid the dreary gloom of night, I cry. 

When will themom^s once pleafing fccncs return ? 
Yet what can morn^s returning ray lupply, 

But foes that triumph, or but friends that mourn ! 
Alas 1 no more that joyous mom appears 

That led tlie tranquil hours of fpotlefs fame $ 
For I haye fteepM a father^s couch in tears, 

And tingM a mot]ier*s glowing cheek with flume* 
The vocal birds that raife their matin ftrain, 

The fportive lamps, increafe my penfive moan j 
AH fetm to chafe me from the chearful plain. 

And talk of truth and innocence alone. 

If through the garden's flowery tribes I ftray, 

Where bloom the jafmines that could once allure, 
Hope not to find delight in us, they fay. 

For we are fpotlefs, Jcfly } we are pure. 
Ye flowers ! that well reproach a nymph fo frail} 

Say, could ye with my virgin fame compare i 
The brighteft bud that fccnts the vernal gale 

Was not fo fragrant, and was not fo fair. 
Kow the grave old alarm the gentler young { 

And all my fame's abhorr'd contagion flee } . 
Trembles each lip, and faulters every tongue. 

That bids the mom propitious fmile on ine. 

Thttt 



E L E G V XXVI, • ff 

Thus for your fake I fliun eaxh. human eye ; 

I bid the fweets of blootniDg yovjii adieu ; 
To die I languish, but I dread to diey 

Left my (ad fate ftumid nounih |>angs for you» 

Kai(e me from earth $ the pains of want remove 
And let me filent feek ibme friendly #tore i 

There only, bantfli'd foom the form I love. 
My weeping viitue ihall relapie no more^ 

Be but my friend j I a{k no dearer name ; 

Be fuch the meed of fome more artful fair 5 
Nor could it heal my peace, or chaie my ihame^ 

That pity gave, what love refus'd to fliare. 

Force not my tongue to aflc its fcanty bi-ead j 

Nor hurl thy Jeffy to the vulgar crew ; 
Not fuch the parent's board at which I fed ! 

Not fuch the precept from his lips I drew ( 
-Haply, when age has filver'd o'er my hair, 

Malice may learn to fcom fo mean a fpoil $ 
£nvy may Hight a face no longer fair ; 

And pity, welcome, to my native foil/* 
She fpoke— nor was I bom of favage race 5 

Nor could thefe hands a niggard boon aflign ; 
Grateful (he clafp'd me in a laft embrace. 

And vow*d to wafte her life in prayers for mine* 
I faw her foot the lofty bark afcend j 
T faw her breaft with every paflion heave 5 
I left her— torn from every earthly friend j 
Oh I my hard bofom, which could bear to leave ! 
4 Bficf 
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Brief let me be $ the fatal ftorm arofe ; 

The billows ng^d, tlie pilot^s art was vain j 
O'er the tall maft the circling furges clofe ; 

My Jeffy— floats upon the watery plain ! 
And— fee my youth's impetuous fii-es decay ; 

Seek not to ftop reflexion's bitter tearj 
But warn the frolic, and inftruft the gay. 

From Jcfly floating on her watery bier 1 
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ODES, SONGS, BALLADS, &c. 

RURAL ELEGANCE. 

An O D E to the late Duchefs of Somerset* 
Written 1750; 

T JT T HI LE orient ikies rcftore the day, 
' ^ And dew-drops catch tlie lucid ray | 

Amid the fprightly fcencs of mom. 
Will aught the Mufe infpirc • 

Oh ! Peace to yonder chmorous horn 
That drowns tlie facred lyre ! 

Ye rural thanes that o'er the mofly down 
Some panting, timorous hare purfue $ 
Does nature mean your joys alone to crown ? 
Say, does ihe fmooth her hwns for you? 
For you does echo oid the rocks reply. 
And urg'd by rude conftraint refound the jovial cry } 

See from the neighbouring hill, forlorn 

The wretched Twain your fport fui*vey ; 
He finds his faithful fences torn. 

He finds his laboured crops a prey ; 
He lees his flock — no more in circles feed $ 
Haply beneath your ravage bleed. 
And with no random curfes loads the deed. 

Nor 
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Nor yet, ye fwains, conclude 
That nature fmiles for you alone ; 
. Your bounded fouls, aad your conceptions crude. 
The proud, the ielfifh boaft difown : 
Yours be the produce of the foil : 
O may it ftill reward your toil ! 
Nor ever the defenceless train 
«Qf cjikiging ififants aik fu^port in yain ? 

,But though the various harveft gild your plain^ 

Does the mere landscape. feaft your eye ? 
;,Or the warm hope of diftant gains 

Far other cauie of glee fupply ? 

Is not the red-ftreak's future juice 

The fource of your delight profound, 
'Where Ariconium pours her gems profufe. 

Purpling a whole horizon round ? 
Athirft yc praife the limpid (beam, 'tis true.* 

But though, the pebbled fliores among. 

It mimic no unpleaiing fong. 
The limpid fountain murmurs not for you. 

Unpleas'd ye fee the duckets bloom, 
.UnpleasM the fpring her flowci7 robe refumej 
Unmov'd the mountain's airy pile. 
The dappled mead without a fmile- 
O let a rural confcious Mufe, 
For well fhe knows, your froward fenfe accuf&c 
Forth to the lolemn oak you bring. the fquare, 
Jfind ipaa the maify trunk, before you cry, 'tis fair. 
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Nor yet ye lcai*nM, nor yet ye courtly train, 
If haply from your haunts ye ftray 
To wafte with us a fummer^s day, 
Exclude tiie tafte of every fwain^ 
Mor our untutorM fenfe difdain : 
''Tis nature only gives exclusive right 
To relifli her fupreme delight j 
She^ whei*e (he pleafes kind or coy. 
Who furnifhes the fcene, and forms us to enjoy* 
Then hither bring the fair ingenuous mind. 
By her aufpicious aid refin'd ; 

Lo! not an hedge-row hawthorn blows. 
Or humble hare-bell paints the plain. 
Or valley winds, or fountain flows, 
Qr purple heath is ting'd in vain i 
For fuch the rivers dafti the foaming tides. 
The mountain fwells, the dale fubfides; 
Ev'n thriftlefs furze detains their virandering fight. 
And the rough barren rock, grows pregnant with delight. 
With what flifpicious fearful care 

The fordid wretch fecures his claim. 
If haply fome luxurious heir - 

Should alienate the fields that wear his name! 
What fcruples left fome future birth 
Should litigate a fpan of earth ! 
Bonc^p, contrails, feoffments, names unmeet for profe. 
The j»wering Mufe endures not to difclofe ; 
Alas ! her unreversed decree. 
More comprehenfive and more free. 
Her laviih charter^ tafte, appropriates ail we fee. 

G Let 
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Let gondolas their painted flags unfold. 

And be the folemn day enroU'd, 

When, to confirm his lofty plea, 
In nuptial fort, with bridal gold. 

The grave Venetian weds the fea : 
Each laughing Mufe derides the vow j . 

Ev'n Adria fcoms the mock embrace, 
To fome lone hermit on the mountain's brow. 

Allotted, from his natal hour, 

Witli all her myrtle fhores in dower. 

His breaft to admiration prone 

Enjoys the finile upon her face. 
Enjoys trinmphant every grace, 
And finds her more his own. 

Fatigu'd with form's oppreflive laws, 
When Somerfet avoids the great ; 
When, cloy'd with merited applaufc. 

She feeks the rural calm retreat i 
Docs (he not praife each mofly cell. 
And feel the truth my number^ tell ? 
When deafenM by the loud acclaim, 

Which genius gracM with rank obtains. 
Could fhe not more delighted hear 
Yon throftle chaunt the rifing year ? 
Could (he not fpurn the wreaths of fame. 
To crop the primrofe of the plains ? 
Does (he hot fweets in each fair valley find, 
Loft to the fons of power, unknown to half mankind ? 

Ah, can (he covet there to fee 
The fplendid (laves, the reptile race, 

4. That 
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That oil the tongue^ and bow the knee, 
That ^ight her merit, but adore her place ? 
Far happier, if aright I deem. 
When from gay throngs, and gilded fpires. 

To where the lonely halcyons play. 
Her pfiilofophic ftep retires : 
While, ftudious of the moral theme, 
'She, to fome fmooth fequefterM ftrean* 
Likens the fwain's inglorious day j 
PleasM from the flowery mai'gin to furvey, 
How cool, ferene, and clear, tlie current glides away, 

O blind to truth, to virtue blind. 

Who flight the fweetly.pcnfive mind I 

On whofe fair birth the Graces mild', 

And every Muf6 prophetic fmird 
Not that the poet^s boafted fire 

Should fame^s wide>echoing trumpet fwell ; 
Or, on the mufic of his lyre 

Each future age with rapture dwell j 
The vaunted fweets of praife remove. 

Yet fliall fuch bofoms claim a part 

In all that glads the human heart ; 
Yet thefe the fpirits, form'd to judge and prove ' 
All nature's charms immenfe, and heaven's unbound- 
ed love. 

jAnd oh J the tranfport, moft allyM to fong. 
In fome fair villa's peaceful bound. 

To catch foft hints from nature's tongue. 
And bid Arcadia bloom arpund i 

G a Whether 
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Whether we frmgc the (loping hill. 

Or fmoothe below tlie verdant mead $ 
Whether we break the falling rill, 

Or through meandering mazes lead ; 
Or in the horrid bramble's room 
-Bid carelefs groups of rofes bloom j 

Or let fome fhelterM lake ferene 
Rcfleft flowers, woods andfpires, and brighten all the 
fcene, 
O fweet difpofal of the rural hour } ' 
O beauties never known to cloy ! 
While worth and genius haunt the-favourM bower. 

And every gentle breaft partakes the joy ! 
While charity at eve furvcys the Twain, 
Enabled by thefe toiis to chear 
A train of helplefs infants dear. 
Speed whiilllng homeaorofs the plain $ 
See vagrant luxury, her hand-maid grown. 
For iialf her grucelefs deeds atone, 
And hails tlie bounteous work, and ranks it with ber 
own. 

Why brand thefe pleafures with the name 
Of foft, unfccial toils, of indolence and fhame ? 
Search but the garden, or th^ wood. 
Let yon admirM carnation own. 
Not ail was meant for raiment, or for food. 

Not all for needful ufe alone $ 
Thene while the feeds of future bloflTomt dwell, 
*Tis coloured lor the fight, perfum*d to pkaie the fmell. 

Why 
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Why knows the nightingale to fing f 

Why fk>w8 tli^ pine's neftareoii* juice ? 
Why fliines with paint the linnet's witfg ? 

For fuftenance alone? Forufe ? 
For prefervation ? Every fphere 
Shall bid fair plcafure's rightful claim appear. , 

And fure there feem, of human kind. 

Some born to (hun the folemn ftiife y 
Some for amufive talks deAgn'd^ 
To foothe the certain ills of life ; ■ 
Grace its lone vales with many a budding ro(e. 
New founts of blifs difclofey 
Gall forth refreihing (hades,, and decorate repofe. 

From plains and woodlands 5 from the view 
Of rural nature's blooming face, 
Smit by the glare of rank and place,- 
To courts the fons of fancy flew 5= 
There long had art ordainM a rival feat ;. 

There liad flie lavifh'd aW her care 
■ To form a fcene more dazzling fair^ 
And caird them from their green retreat 
To fliare her proud control $ 
Had given the robe with grace to flow. 
Had taught exotic gems to glow j 
And, emulous of nature's poweri 
Mimick'd the plumey the leaf, the flower ; 
Changed the complexion'» native hue. 
Moulded each ruilic limb anew. 
And warp'd the very foul. 

G 3 A 
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A while heF magic ftrikes the novel eye>. 

A while the fairy forms delight ; 

And now sdoof w( feem to fly 
On purple pinions through a purer (ky, 

Where all is wondrous, all is bright : 

Now landed on fome fpangled ihore 
A while each dazzled maniac roves 
By fapphire lakes, through emerald groves. 

Paternal acres pleafe no more ; 
Adieu the fimple, the fincere delight— 

Th^ habitual fcene of hill and dale. 

The rural herds, the vernal gale, ^ 

The tangled vetch's purple bloom, 

The fragrance of the bean's perfume. 
Be theirs alone who cultivate the foil, 
And drink tlie cup of thirfl, and eat the bread of toil. 

But foon the pageant fades a\vay ! 

•Tit nature only bears perpetual iWay. 
We pierce the counterfeit delight. 
Fatigued with fplendor's irkfome beams. 
Fancy again demands the (ight 
Of native groves and wonted ftreams, 

Pants for the fcenes that charmM her youthful eyc«, 
Where truth maintains her court, andbaniihcs dilgniu . 

Then hither oft, ye fenators, retire. 
With nature here high converfe hold j 

For who like Stamford her delights admire. 
Like Stamford ihall with fcorn behold 

Th' unequal bribes of pageantry and gold ; 

BencatV 



. O D E S, S 6 N G S, &c, 87 

Beneath the BritiOi oak's magcftic ihade, ^ 

Shall lee fair truth, immortal maid, 
Friendfliip in artlefs guifc array M, 
Honour and raoraLbeauty ihine 
Witli more attractive charms, with radiance more 
divine. 

Yes, here alone did higheft heaven ordain 
The lading magazine of charms, 
Whatever wins, whatever warms. 
Whatever fancy feeks to fliare 
The great, the various, and the fair, 
For ever fhould i-emain ! 

Her impulfe nothing may reftrain'-* 
Or whence the joy ^nid columns^ towers, 
^Midft all the city's aitful trim, 
To rear fome breathlel's vapid flowers 
Or ihrubs fuliginoufly grim: 
From rooms of filken foliage vain. 
To trace the dun far diftant grove. 
Where, fmit with undlfTembled pain, 
The wood-lark mourns her abfent love. 
Borne to the dufty town from native air. 
To mimic rural life, and foothe fome vapour'd fair. 

But how muft faithlefs art prevail. 
Should all who tafle our joy fmcere, 
To virtue, truth, or fcience dear. 
Forego a court's alluring pale, 
For dimpled brook and leafy grove, 
For tliat rich luxury of thought they love ! 

G 4 Ah 
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Ah no, from theic the public fphere reqvuret 
Examples for its giddy bands ; 
From thefe impartial heaven demands 
To fpread the flanfie itfelf mfpires ; 

To fift opinion's mingled mafs> , 

Imprefs a nation's tafte, and bid th« dcrling pafs* | 

Happy, thrice happy they, " 

Whofe graceful deeds have exemplary ihone 
Kound the gay precinfts of a throne> 
With mild efFcftive beams I 
Who bands of fair ideas bring. 
By folemn grot, or (hady fpring* 
To join their pleafmg dreams I 
Theirs is the rural blifs without alloy. 
They only that defe rvc, enjoy. 
What though nor fabled dryad haunt their gA^ve* 

Nor naiad near their fountain rove. 
Yet all embody 'd to the mental fight, 
A train of fmiling virtues bright 
Shall there the wile retreat allow. 
Shall twine triumphant palms to deck the wanderer** 
brow. 

And though by faithlefs friends alarm'd. 
Art have with nature wagM prefumptuous war | 
By Seymour's winning influence cbarm'd. 
In whom their gifts united ihine. 

No longer (hall their counfels jar* 
*Tis her to meditate the peace j 

Near 
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Near Percy-lodge, with awe-ftnick mkn^ 
The rebel fceks her lawful queen. 
And havock and contention ceafe. 

1 fee the rival powers combine. 
And aid each other's fair defign j 

Nature exalt the mound where art (hall build j 
Art fhape the gay alcove, while nature paints the 
field. 

Begin, ye fongfters of the grove ! 
O warble forth your nobleft lay ; 
Where Somerfet vouclifafes to rove. 
Ye leverets, freely fport and play. 
—Peace to the ftrepent horn ! 
Let no harfh difonance difturb the morn, 
No founds inelegant and rude 
Her facred folitudes profane ! 
Unlefs her candour not exclude 
The lowly fhepherd's votive ftrain. 
Who tunes his reed amidfi: his rural chear. 
Fearful, yet not averfe, that Somerfet (hould hear. 

ODE to MEMORY. 1748. 

j^ Memory ! celeftial maid I 

^^ Who glean'ft the flowerets cropt by time ) 

And, fuffering not a leaf to fade, 

Preferv'ft tlie bloflbms of our prime j 
Bring, bring thofe moments to my mind 
When life was new, and Lefbia kind. 

And 
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And bring that garland to my fight. 

With which my favoured crook (he bound j 

And bring that wreath of rofes bright 
Which then my feftivc temples crown'd. 

And to roy raptur'd ear convey 

The gentle things fhe deign'd to fay. 

And iketch with care the Mufe's bower. 

Where Ifis rolls her filver tide j 
Nor yet omit one reed or flower 

That ihines on Cherwell's verdant fide ; 
If fo thou may^ft thofe hours prolong. 
When poliih'd Lycon join'd my fong. 

The fong it Vails not to recite— 

But fure, to foothe our youthful dreams, 

Thofe banks and ftreams appear^ more bright 
Than other banks, than other ftreams : 

Or, by thy foftening pencil ihewn, 

AiTume they beauties not their own ? 

And paint that fwectly vacant fcenc. 
When, all beneath the poplar bough. 

My fpirits light,, my foul ferene, 
I breathed in vtfft one cordial vow : 

That nothing ihould my foul inipire. 

But friendihip warm, and love entire. 

Dull to the fenfe of new delight, 
On thee the drooping Mufe attends ; 

As fome fond lover, robb'd of fight. 
On thy exprcflive power depends j 
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Nor would exchange thy glowing lines. 
To live the lord of all that fiiines. 

But let me chafe thofe vows away 

Which at ambition's ihrine I made j 
Nor ever let thy fkill difplay 

Thofe anxious moments, ill repaid : 
Oh ! from my breaft that fealbn rafe, 
And bring my childhood in its place. 

Bring me tlie bells, the rattle bring. 

And bring tlie hobby I beftrode 5 
When, pleas'd in many a fportive ring. 

Around the room I jovial rode ; 
£v'n let me bid my lyrr adieu. 

And bring thewhilHe thrat i blew. 

Then will I mufe, and penfive fay, 

Why did not thcfe enjoyments laft j 
How fweetly wafted I the day, 

While innocence alloWd to waftc Y 
Ambition's toils alike are vain, 
But ah ! for pleafure yield us pain. 

The Princess ELIZABETH: 
A Ballad allading to a dory recorded of her, 
when (he was prifoner at Wo o d s t o c k , 1554. 

"¥ T 7 ILL you hear how once repining 

^^ Great Eliza captive lay ? 

Each ambitious thought refigning. 

Foe to riches, pomp, and fway, 

^ '^ Whiljr 
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While the nymphs and fwains delighted 

Tript around in all their pride j 
Envying joys by otliers (lighted. 

Thus the royal maiden cry'd. 
" Bred on plains, or born in vallies,. 

Who would bid thofe fcenes adieu? 
Stranger to the arts of malice, 

Who would ever courts purfue ? 
Malice never taught to treafure,. 

Cenfure never taught to bear : 
Love is all the ihepherd's pleafurej. 

Love is all tlie damfel's care. 
How can they of humble ftation 

Vainly blame the powers above? 
Or accufe the difpenfation 

Which allows them all to love ? 
Love like air is widely given ; 

Power nor chance can thefe reftrain ; 
Trueft, noble.ft gifts of heaven I 

Only pureft on the plain I 
Peers can no fuch charms difcover. 

All in ftais and garters dreft. 
As, on Sundays, does the lover 

With his nofegay on his breaft. 
Pinks and rofes in profufion. 

Said to fade when Chloe's near ; 
Fops may ufe the fame allufion j 

But the ftiepherd is fmcere. 
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Hark to yonder milk-maid finging 
Chearly o'er the brimming pailj 
Cowilips all around ber springing 
■ Sweetly paint tlie golden vale. 

Never yet did courtly maiden 

Move lb fprightly, look fo fair^ 
Never breaft with jewels laden 

Pour a fong fo void of care. 
Would indulgent heaven had granted 

Me fome rural damfel's part ! 
'All the empire I had wanted 

Then had been my fliepherd'* heart. 
Then, with him, o'er hills, and mountains, 

Free from fetters, might I, rove : 
Fcariefs tafte tlie cryftal fountains ; 

Peaceful deep beneatli the grove* 
Ruftics had been more forgiving^ 

Partial to my virgin bloom : 
Nozie had envy 'd. me when living ; , 

None had triumphed o'er my tomb.'"* 

ODE to a young L A D Y, 

Somewhat .too Solicitous about her manner of 

expreifion. 

OURVE Y, myiair! thatJucId ftream, 
^ Adown tlie fmiling valley ftrayj 
Would ait attempt, or femcy dreamy 
To regulate ite wi&ding way? 

a So 
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So pleas'd I view thy (hining hair 

In loofe diiheverd ringlets flow:. 
Not all thy art, not all thy care. 

Can tliere one fingle grace beftow. 
Purvey ag^in that verdant hill, 

With native j>lants enamel'd o'er^ 
Sayj can the painter's utmoft ikill 

Inftruft one flower to plcafc us mere ? 
As vain it were, with artful dye, 

To change the bloom thy cheeks difclofe^ 
JVnd oh may Laura, ere (he tiy. 

With frelh vermilion paint the rofe. 

Harkihow the wood-lark's tuneful throat 

Can every ftudy'd grace excel ; 
Let art conflrain the rambling note, 

And will flte, Laura, pleafe lb well f 
•Oh ever keep thy native cafe, 

By no pedantic law confin'd ! 
For Laura's voice is form'd to pleafe, 

So LaunL'*8 words be not unkincL. 

NANCY of the VALE. 
A BALLAD, 
" Ncrine Galatea I thymo mihi dulcior Hyblae ! 
**' Candidior cygnis! hcdera fonnofior alba J'* 

TH E weftem flcy was purpled o'er 
Withicvery pleafing ray : 
And flocks reviving felt no more . 
The fultry heats of day i 

"When 
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When from an hazle's artlefs bower 

Soft warbled Strcphon's tongue ; 
He bicft the fcene, he bled the hour. 

While Nancy's praife he fung. 
«« Let fops with fickle falfchood range 

The paths of wanton love. 
While weeping maids lament their change^ 

And fadden every grove : 
But endlefs bleflings crown the day 

I faw fair Efham's dale ! 
And every blefling find its way 

To Nancy of the Vale. 
'Twas from Avona's banks the maid 

Diffused her lovely beams j 
And e>''ery fhining glance diiplay'd 

The Naiad of the ftreams. 

Soft as the wild-duck's tender young. 

That floats on Avon's tide 5 
Bright as the water-lily, fprung, 

And glittering near its fide. 

FreOi as the bordering flowers, her bloom : 

Her' eye, all mild to view; 
The little halcyon*s azure plume 

Was never half fo blue- 
Her (hape was like the reed fo fieek. 

So taper, ftrait, and fair ; 
Her dimpled fmile, her bluftiing cheek, 

How charming fweet tliey were ! 

Far 
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Far in the winding vale retir'd, 

This peerlefs bud I found; 
And ihadowing rock and woods confpir'J 

To fence her beauties round. 
That nature in & lone a dell 

Should form a nymph To fweet 5 
.Or fortune to her fecret cell 

Conduft my wandering feet ! 
'Gay lordlings fought her for their bride. 

But Ihc would nfe>r incline : 
«« Prove to your equals true, fhe cry'd. 

As I will prove to mine. 

'Tis Strephon, on the mountain's brow. 

Has won my right good will ; 
To him I gave ray pliglited vow. 

With him I Ml climb the hill/' 
Struck with her charms and gentle truth, 

I clafp'd the conftant fair j 
To her alone I gave my youth, 

And vow my future care. 
And when this vow (haU faithlefs prove. 

Or I thofe charms forego j 
The ftrcam that few our tender love. 

That {bream (hall ceafe to flow« 
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ODE to INDOLENCE. 1750. 

AH ! why For €ver on the wing 
Perfifts my wearied fool to roam> 
Why, ever cheated, ftrives to bring 
Or pleafure or contentment home > 
Thus the poor bird, that draws his name 

From paradife's honourM groves, 
Carelefs fatigues his little frame 5 

Nor finds the refting-place he loves. 
Lo ! on the rural mofly bed 

My limbs with carelefs cafe reclined j 
Ah, gentle floth I indulgent fpread 

The fame foft bandage* o'er my mind. 
For why (hould lingering thought invade. 

Yet every worldly profpeft cloy ? 
Lend me, foft iloth, thy friendly aid. 
And give me peace, debarr'd of joy. 
Lov'il thou yon calm and filent flood. 
That never ebbs, that never flows $ 
Proted^ed by the circling wood 

From each tempeihious wind that blows i 
An altar on its bank (hall rife, 

Where oft thy votary Ihall be found; 

What time pale autumn lulls the (Icies, 

And fickening verdure fades around. 

H Ye 
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Ye bufy race, ye faftious train. 

That haunt ambition's guilty ftirine j 
No more perplex the world in vain, 

But offer here your vows with mine. 
And thou, puijTant queen ! be kind : 

If e'er I fhar'd thy balmy power j 
If e'er I fway'd my aftive mind 

To weave for thee the rural bower j 
Diflblve in fleep each anxious care j 

Each unavailing figh remove j 
And only let me wake to (hare. 

The fweets of friendfliip and of love. 

ODE to HEALTH. 173a, 

OH E A L T H, capricious maid ! 
Why doft thou ftiun my peaceful bowerj* 
Where I had hope to (hare thy power. 

And blefs thy la(ling aid ? 

Since thou, alas ! art flown. 
It 'vails not whether Mufe or Grace, 
Witli tempting fmile, frequent the place » 

I figh for thee alone. 

Age not forbids thy (lay ; 
Thou yet might'ft aft the friendly part j 
Thou yet might'il raife this languid heart; 

Why fpeed £0 fwift away I 
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Thou fcorn'ft the city- air ; 
I bi-eathe frefh gales o'er furrow'd ground. 
Yet haft not thou my wiflies crownM, 

f alfe ! O partial fair ! 

1 plunge into the wave j 

And though with purefi hand I raifc 
A. rural altar to thy praife. 

Thou wilt not deign to fave. 

Amid ray well-known grove, 
"Where mineral fountains vainly bear 
Thy boafted name, and titles fair. 

Why fcorns thy foot to rove ? 

Thou hcar'ft the fportfraan's claims 
Enabling him, with idle noife. 
To drown the Mufe's melting voice. 

And fright the timorous game. 

Is thought thy foe ? adieu. 
Ye midnight lamps ! ye curious tomes ! 
Mine eye o'er hills and valleys roams, 

Apd deals no more with you. 

Is it the clime you flee ? 
Yet, 'midft his unremitting fnows, 
The poor Laponian's bofom glows 5 

And fliarcs bright xays from thee. 

There was, there was a time. 
When, though I fcorn'd thy guardian care, 
jNJor made a vow, nor faid a prayer, 

I did not rue the crime. 

H 2 Who 

388272 
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Who then more bleft than I ? 
When the glad fchool-boy's taflc was done, 
And forth, with jocund i'prite, I run 

To fi-eedora, and to joy? 

How jovial then the day ! ' 

What flnce have all my labours found. 
Thus climbing life, to gaze around. 

That can thy lofs repay ? 

Wert thou, alas ! but kind, 
Methinks no frow^ that fortune wears. 
Nor leffenM hopes, nor growing cares. 

Could fink my chearful mind. 

Whatever my ftars include ; 
What other breafts convert to pain. 
My towering mind fliall foon difdain. 

Should fcom~ Ingratitude ! 

Repair this mouldering cell. 
And bleft with objefts found at home. 
And envying none their fairer dome. 
How plcasM my foul Ihould dwell ; 
Temperance ftiould guard the doors; 
From room to room fliould memory ftray, 
And ranging all in neat array. 
Enjoy her pleafmg ftores— 
There let them reft unknown. 
The types of many a pleaiing fccnc : 
But to preferve them bright or clean. 
Is thine, fair Qjaeen ! alone. 



To 
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To a LADY of QJJ A L I T Y •, 

Fitting up her Library. 1738. 

H ! what is fciencey What is ait, 
Or what the pleafure thefe impart ? 
Ye trophies, which the learn'd purfue 
Through endlefs fniitlefs toils, adieu ! 

What can the tedious tomes beftow, 
To foothe the miferics they Ihcw ? 
What, like the blifs for him decreed, 
Who tends his flock> and tunes his reed ! 
Say, wretched fancy ! thus refin'd 
From all that glads the iimpleA hind. 
How rare that objeft which fupplics 
A charm for too difcerning eyes ! 
The polilhM bard, of genius vain. 
Endures a deeper fenfe of pain : 
As each invading blaft devours 
The richeft fruits, the faireft flowers. 
Sages, with irkfome wafte of time. 
The fteep afcent of knowledge climb ; 
Then from the towering heights they fcale. 
Behold contentment range— the vale. 

Yet why, Afteria, tell us why 
We fcorn the crowd, when you are nigh ; 
Why then does reafon feem fo fair. 
Why learning, then, defcrve our care ? 

H 3 Who 

• Lady Luxborough. 



i 



to% S HENS TONERS POEMS, 

Who can unpleasM your flielves behold. 
While you fo fair a proof unfold 
What force the brighteft genius draws 
From polifh'd wifdom^s written laws ? 

Where are our humbler tenets flown ? 
What ftrange perfe6lion bids us own 
That blifs with toilfome fcience dwells. 
And happieft he, who moil excells ? 

Upon a Visit to the fame, in Winter* 
1748. 

/^ N fair Afteria's blifsful plains, 
^^ Where ever-blooming fancy reigns. 
How pieat'd we pafs the winter's day} 
And charm the duU-ey'd fpleen away I 

No linnet, from the leaflefs bough. 
Pours forth her note melodious now j 
But all admire Afteria*s tongue. 
Nor wifli the Jfcnet^s vernal fong. 
No flowers emit their tranfient rays s 
Yet fure Afteria's wit difplays 
More various tints, more glowing lines. 
And with perennial beanty fhines. 

Though rifled groves and fetterM ftreams 
But ill befriend a poet's dreams : 
Afteria's prefence wakes the lyre ; 
And well fupplies poetic Are* 

Th€ 
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The fields have loft their lovely dye j 
JNo chearful azure decks the iky j 
Yet ftill we blefs the louring day ; 
Afteria fmiles— artd all is gay. 
Hence let the Mufe no more prefume. 
To blame the winter's dr«tfy gloom § 
Accufe his loitering hours no morej 
But ah ' their envious hafte deplore ! 
For foon, from wit aiid friendlhip's reiga^ 
The focial hearth, the fprightly vein, 
I go— -to meet the coming year. 
On favage plains, and deferts drear I 
I go — to feed on pleafures flown. 
Nor find the fpring my lofs atone ! 
But 'mid the flowery fweets of May 
With pride xecal this winter's day« 

An Irregular ODE after S i c k n fi s s. 1749, 
" — Melius, cum venerit ipfa, canemus***'^ 

TO O long a ftranger to rcpofe, . 
At length from pain's abhorred couch I ro&t 
And wander' d forth alone $ 
To court once more the balmy breeze. 
And catch the verdure of tiie trees. 
Ere yet their charms were flown. 
"•Twas from a bank with panfies gay 
Ihaird once more the chearful day, 

H4 T^ 
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The Ain's forgotten beams : 

fun ! how pleaiing were thy rays, 
Refie6led from the poliih'd face 

Of yon refulgent ftreams ! 

Raised by the fcene, rn^y feeble tongue 
Effay'd again the fweets of fong : 
And thus, in feeble drains and (low. 
The loitering numbeis 'gau to flows. 

**, C6me, gentle air! my languid limbs reftbre, 
And b)d me welcome from the Stygian (here : 
For furc I heard the tender fighs, 

1 feem'd to Join the plaintive cries 

Of haplefs youtlis, who through the myrtle grove 
Bewail for ever their unfinifh*d love : 

To that unjoyous clime, 
Torn from the fight of thefe etherial ikies ; 
Debarred the luftre of their Delia's eyes j 

And bani/h'*d in tlicir prime. 

Come, gentle air ! and, while the thickets bloora, 
Convey the jafminc's breath divine ; 

Convey the woodbine's rich perfume. 
Nor fpare the fweet-leaft eglantine. 

And may'ft thou fliun the rugged ftorm 
Till health her wonted cliarms explain. 
With rural plealure in her train. 

To greet me in her faireft fonn. 
While from this lofty mount I view 
The fons of eartli, the vulgar ciew, 

^ Anxif> 



ODES, S O N G S, &c. i»5 

Anxious for futile gains beneath me ftray, 
And feek with erring ftep contentment^s obvious way. 
Come, gentle air t and thou, celeftial Mufe, 

Thy genial flame infufe $ 
Enough to lend a penlive bofom aid. 
And gild retirement's gloomy (hade j 
Enough to rear fuch ruflic kys 
As foes may flight, but partial friends will jnaile." 
The gentle air allow'd my claim ; 
And, morrto chear my drooping fi*ame>« 
She mixM the balm of opening flowers $ 
Such as the bee, with chemic powers. 
From Hybla'$ finagrant hills inhales. 
Or fcents Sabea's blooming vales. 
But ah ! the nymphs that heal the penfive mind, 

By prefcripts more refinM, 
Negleft their votary's anxious moan : 
Gh, how fliould they relieve ?— the Mufcs all were . 
flown. 

By flowery plain, or woodland ihades, 
I fondly fought the charming maids ; 
By woodland (hades, or flowery plain, 
I fought them, faithlefs maids I in vain I 

When lo I in happier hour, 
I leave behind my native mead. 
To range where zeal and friendlhip leaJ, 
To vifit Luxborough's honoured bower. 
Ah foolJ(h man ! to feck the tuneful maids 
On other plains, or near lefs verdant (hades ; 

Scarce 
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Scarce have my foot-fteps prefs'd the favoured ground. 
When founds etherial ftrike my car i 
At once celeAial forms appear i 

My fugitives are found ! 
The Mufes here attune their lyres. 
Ah partial ! with unwonted fires ; 
Here, hand in hajad, with carelefs mient 
The fportive Graces trip the green. 

But whilft I wanderM o'er a fcene fo fair. 

Too well at one furvey I trace, 

How every Mufe, and every Grace, 
Had long employ'd their care, 
i/urks not a ftone enriched with lively ftain. 

Blooms not a flower amid the vernal ftore. 
Falls not a plume on India's diftant plain. 

Glows not a Ihell x>n Adrians rocky Ihore, 
But, torii methought from native lands or feas. 
From their arrangeiaeut, gain frelh power to pleafe* 

And fome had bent the wildering maze, 
Bedeckt with every ihinib that blows | 

And fome entwin'd the willing fprays. 
To fhield th' illuftrious dame's repofe i 

Others had grac'd the Iprightly dome, 
And tauglit the portrait where to glow| 
Others arrang'd the curious tome j 
Or, 'mid the decorated fpace, 
Affign'd the kiurel'd buft a place. 
And given to learning all the pomp of ihow« 

Ana 
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And now from every talk withdrawn. 
They met and frilkM it o'er the lawn. 

Ah ! woe is me, faid I ; 
And ♦ * * 's hilly circuit heard my cry, . 
Have I for this, with labour ftrove. 

And lavilh'd all my little ftore 
To fence for you my ihadj^ grove. 

And fcollop every winding Ihore.j 
And fringe with every purple rofe, 
The fapphire ftream that down my valley flows? 

Ah ! lovely treacherous maids ! 
To quit unfeen my votive fhades. 
When pale difeafe, and torturing pain. 
Had torn me from the breezy plain. 
And to a reliefs couch confinM, 
Who ne'er your wonted taiks declin'd. 
She needs not your officious aid 
1^0 iwell the fong, or plan the fliade j 

By genuine fancy fir'd. 
Her native genius guides her hand. 
And while ihe raai'ks the iage command^ 
More lovely fcenes her Ikill (hall raife^ 
Her lyre refound with nobler lays 

Than ever you InrpirM. 
Thus I may rage and grief difplay ; 
. But vainly b^lame, and vainly mourn. 
Nor will a Grace or Mufe return . 
Till Luxborough kad tiie way, 

T« 
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To a LADY, with fome coloured Patterns ot 
Floweis, Odlober 7, 1736. 

Madam ! 

.np HOUGH rude the draughts, though artkfsieem 

^ the lines. 
From one unljciird in verfe, or in defigns ; 
Oft has good-nature been the fool's defence, 
And honeft meaning gilded want of fenfe. 

Fear not, though flowers and beauty grace my lay, 
,To praife one fair, another (hall decay. 
No lily, bright with painted foliage, here. 
Shall only languifh, when Belinda's near : 
A Fate reversed no fmiling rofe (hall know, 
Nor with reflefted luftre doubly glow. 
Praifes which languifh when applyM to you. 
Where flattering fchemes ifeem obvioufly true, 
Yet fure your fex is near to flowers ally'd. 
Alike in foftnefs, and alike in pride : 
Foes to retreat, and ever fond to fhine. 
Both ruih to danger, and the fhades decline j 
Expos'd, the ftiort-liv'd pageants of a day. 
To painted flies or glittering fops a prey : 
Ckang'd witli each wind, nor one fhort day the famcj 
Each clouded *flcy affefts their tender frame. 
In glaring Chloe's man- like tafte and mien. 
Are the grofs fplendors of the Tulip feen : 
Diftant they ftrike, inelegjantly gay, 
To the near view no pleaflng charms difplay. 

To 



O D E S, S O N G S, &c. lOf 

To form the nymph, a vulgar wit muft join. 
As coarfer foils will nioft the flower refine. 
Ophelia^s beauties let the Jafmine paint. 
Too faintly foft, too nicely elegant. 
Around with feeming fanftity endued, 
The PalTion-flower may beft exprefs the Prude, 
Like the gay Rofe, too rigid Silvia (hines. 
While, like its guardian thorn, her virtue joins — 
Happy the nymph ! from ail their failures free, 
Happy the nymph ! in wfjom their charms agree. 
, Faint thefe productions, till you bid difclofc, 
The Pink new fplcndors, and frc/h tints the Rofe : 
And yet condemn not trivial draughts like theie, 
FoniiM to improve, and make cv*n trifles pleafe. 
A power like yours minuter beauties warms. 
And yet can blaft the moft afpiring charms : 
Thus, at the rays whence other objefts fhine. 
The taper fickens, and its flames decline. 
When by your art the purple Violet lives. 
And the pale Lily fj)rightlier charms receives : 
Garters to me (hall glow inferior far, 
And with lefs pleaiing luflre (hine the ftar. 

Let ferious triflers, fond of wealth or fame. 
On toils like tliefe beflow too foft a name ; 
Each gentler art with wife indifference view. 
And fcom one trifle, millions to purfue : 
More artful I, their fpecious fchemes deride. 
Fond to pleafe you, by you in thefe employed j 
A nobler tafk, or more fublime defire. 
Ambition ne^er could foim^ UQr pride infpire : 

The 



,,o SHEN STONE'S POEMS. 

The fweets of tranquil life and rural eafe 
Amufe fecurely, nor lefs juftly pleafe. 
Where gentle pleafure (hews her milder power. 
Or blooms in fruit, or fparkles in the flower ; 
Smiles in the groves, the raptur'd poet's theme; 
Flows in the brook, his Naiad of the ftream j 
Dawns, with each happier ftroke the pencil gives. 
And, in each livelier image, fmiling lives ; 
Is heard, when Silvia ftrikes the warbling firings, 
.Belinda fpeaks, or Philomela fmgs : 
Breathes with the morn ; attends, propitious maid^ 
The evening ramble, and the noon-day glade j 
-Some vifionary fair fhe cheats our view. 
Then only vigorous, when (he 's fecn like yoo. 
Yet nature fome for fprightlier joys defign'd, 
iFor brighter fcenes, with nicer care, refin'd. 
When the gay jewel radiant ftreams lupplies. 
And vivid brilliants meet your brighter eyes i 
When drefs and pomp around the fancy play, 
^y fortune's dazzling beauties borne away : 
When theatres for you tlie fcenes forego. 
And the box bows, obfequioufly low : 
How dull the plan which indolence has drawn. 
The mofly grotto, or the flowery lawn ! 
Though rofeate fcents in every wind exhale. 
And fylvan warblers chaim in every gale. 

Of thefe be her's the choice, whom all approve^ 
And whom, but thole who envy, all muft love : 
By nature model'd, by experience taught, 
To know. and pity every femak faults 

I Plea«*i 
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Pleas'd ev'n to hear her fex's virtues fhewn. 
And blind to none's perfections but her own : 
Whiift, humble fair ! of thefe too few fM knows. 
Yet owns too many for the world's repofe ; 
From wit's wild petulance Terenely free. 
Yet blett in all that nature can decree, 
Not like a fire, which, whiift it burns, alarms j 
A modeft flame, that gently (bines and warms : 
Whofe mind, in every light, can charms difplay. 
With wifdom ferious, and with humour gay j 
Juft as her eyes in each bright pofture warm. 
And fiercely ftrike, or languifhingly charm : 
Such are your honours— mentioned to your coft, 
Thofe leaft can hear them, who deferve them moft s 
Yet ah 1 forgive — the lefs inventive Mufe, 
If e'er ihe fmg, a copious theme muft chufe. 

Written in a Flower Book of my own Colouring, 
defigncd for Lady Pli mouth. 1753-4. 

•* Debitae nymphis opifex coronse." H K. 

T> RING, Floara^ bring thy treafures here, 
"■^ The pride of all the blooming year; 
And let me, thence, a garland frame. 
To crown this fair, this peerlefs dame ! 

But ah I iince envious winter lours. 
And Hewell meads rcfign theii flowers. 
Let art and friendfliip joint effay 
Diffufe dieir flowerets, in her way. 

Not 
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Not nature can herfclf prepare 
A worthy wreath for Lefba*s hair. 
Whole temper, like her forehead, fmooth, 
Whofe thoughts and accents form'd to foothe, 
Whofe plealing mien, and make refinM, 
Whole artlefs breaft, and polilh'd mind. 
From all the nymphs of plain or grove, 
DefervM and won ray Plymouth's love. 

ANACREONTIC. 173S. 

J'Tp WAS in a cool Aonian glade, 

*• The wanton Cupid, fpent with toil. 
Had fought refreshment from the (hade } 

And fi4:etch*d him on the moily loll. 
A vagrant Mule drew nigh, and found 

The fubtle traitor faft afleep ; 
And is it thine to fnore profound, 

She faid, yet leave the world to weep ? 
But hu(h — from this aufpicious hour, 

The world, I ween, may reft in peace ; • 
And, robb''d of darts, and ftript of power. 

Thy peevilh petulance decreafe. 
Sleep OR, poor child ! whilft I withdraw. 

And this thy vile artillery hide- 
When the Caft^lian fount fhe faw. 

And plung'd his arrows in the tide« 
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That magic fount— ill-judging maid I 

Shall caufe you foon to curfe the day 
You darM the ftiafts of love invade; 

And gave his arms redoubled fway. 
For in a ftream fo wonderous clear. 

When angry Cupid fearches routid, 
Will not the radiant points appear ? 

Will not the furtive fpoils be found ? 
Too foon they were 5 and every dart. 

Dipt in the Mufe''8 myftic ipring. 
Acquired new force to wound the heart; 

And taught at once to love and fmg. 

Then farewel, ye Pierian quire ; 

For who will now your altars throng ? 
From love we learn to fwell the lyre j 

And echo aflcs no fweeter fong. 

ODE. Written 17395 
" Urit fpes animi credula mutui." HoR. 

5 'Tl WAS not by beauty's aid alone, 
•*' That love ufurp'd his airy throne. 
His boafted power difplay'd : 

*Tis kindnefs that fecures his aim, 

^Tis hope that feeds the kindling flame. 
Which beauty firft convey 'd. 

In Clara*s eyes, the lightnings view ; 

Her lips with all the rofe's hue 

I Have 
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Have all its fweets combinM ; 
Yet vain the blufli, and faint the fire>» 
Till lips at cmce, and eyes conlpire 

To prove the charmer kind— - 

Though wit might gild the tempting fiiare^ 
With fofteft accent, fweeteft air. 

By envy's felf admir'd 5 
If Lelbia's wit betray'i her fcom. 
In vain might every Grace adorn 

What every Mufe infpirM. 
Thus airy Strephon tun'd his lyre — 
He fcom'd the pangs of wild dcfirc, 

Which love-fick fwains endure : 
Rcfolv'd to brave tlie keeneft dart j 
Since frowns could never wound his heart ; 

And fmiles— muft ever cure. 

But ah ! how falfe theie maxims proves 
How frail fecurity from love. 

Experience hourly fliows ! 
Love can imagined fmilcs fupply» 
On every charming lip and eye 

Eternal fweets beftows. 
In vain we truft the fair-one's eyes ;. 
In vain the fage explores the (kies> 

To learn from ftars his fate : 
Till, led by fancy wide aftray, 
He finds no planet mark his way j 

Convinced ajid wife— too late* 
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As partial to their words we prove { 
Then boldly join the lifts of lovca 

With towering hopes fupply^d : 
See heroes, tinght by doubtful fluines* 
Miftook their deity's defigns ; 

Then took the field— and dy*d. 



The dying KID. 

*< Optima quseque dies miferis mortalibus aevt 
« Prima fiigit ** Vmc* 

/t Tear bedews my Ddia^s eye, 
/■^*' To think yon playful kid muft diei 
From cryftal fpring, and flowery mead, 
Muft, in his prime of life, recede ! 

Erewhile, in fportire eircles round 
She faw him wheel, and friflc, and bound ; 
From rock to rock pudue his way. 
And, on the fearful margin, play. 

PleasM on his various freaks to dwell. 
She faw him climb my ruftic cell ; 
Thence eye my lawns with verdure bright. 
And feem all raviihM at the fight. 

She tells, with what delight he ftood. 
To trace his features in the flood : 
Then ikipM aloof with quaint amaze ^ 
And then drew near again to gaze« 

I a She 
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She tells me how with eager fpeed 
He flew, to hear my vocal reed ; 
And how with critic face profound. 
And ftedfaft ear, devoured the found ► 
His every frolic, light as air, 
Deferves the gentle Delia's care 5 
And teai's bedew her tender eye. 
To think the playful kid muft die.— 
But knows my Delia, timely wife, 
Hqw foon this blamelefs qera flies ? 
While violence and craf^: fucceed j 
Unfair defign, and nithlefs deed ! 

Soon would the viae his wounds deplore. 
And yifcld her purple gifts no more j 
Ah foon, erased frooa every grove 
Were Delia's najnie, ^x\d Strephon's lov«» 
No more thofe bowers m^ghi; SU'^phon j^ 
Where firft he fondly ga^'d on thee 5. 
No more thofe beds of flowerets find. 
Which for tliy charming brows he twio*d» 
Each wayward paflion foon would tear 
His bofom, now fo void of care ; 
And, when they left his ebbing vein, 
What, but infipid age, remain ? 
Then mourn not the decrees of fafe. 
That gave his life fo fliort a date ; 
And I will join thy tendcreft fighs. 
To think that youth fo fwiftly flies I 

SONGS. 
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Written chiefly between the Year 17 j/ tfnd 1742. 

S O ^ G L 

T Told my nymph, I told h«r true, 

•* My field* were Imail, my flocks were few ; 

While fatiltering accents fj^ake n*y feais 

That Flavia might not prove fincere. 

Of crops deftroy'd by vernal cold, 

And vagrant fheep that left my fold ; 

Of thefe flie heard, yet bore to hear j 

And is not Flavia then fmcere ? 

How changM by fortune's fickle wind. 

The friends I lov'd became unkind. 

She heard, and flied a generous tear i 

And is not Flavia then fincere ? 

How, if ftie deign ray love to bleft. 

My Flavia muft not hope for drefs j 

This' too (he heard, and fitail'd to hear^ 

And Flavia: fure muft be fincer6. 

Go fliear your flocks, ye jovial fwaliis. 

Go reap the plenty of your plains j 

Dilpoird of jfll Wiiich you reverci, ' 

I know ray Flavia' s love fincere. 

I 3 N O N G 
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SONG n. The L a n d s k i p. 

HOW pleased within my native bowert 
£i« while I pifsM the day I 
Was ever fcene fo deck'd with flowers t 

Were ever flowers fo gay i 
How fweetly finil*d the hill, the vale» 

And all the landfltip ronnd ! 
The river gliding down the dale ! 

The hill with beeches crowned ! 
But nowy when nrg^d by tender woe» I 

I i^peed to meet my dear, I 

That hill and ftream my zeal oppoie* ! 

And check my fond career. 

Mo more» iince Daphne was my theme. 

Their wonted charms I fee : 
That verdant hill, and filver ftream. 

Divide my love and me* 

SONG in. 

XT £ gentle nymphs and generous damet, 

* That rule o'er every Britifh mind ; 

Be fure ye foothe their amorous flames. 

Be fure your laws are not unkind. 

For hard it is to wear their bloom 

In unremitting fighs away : 

To mourn the night's oppreflive gloom. 

And faintly blels the riiin|; day. 

And 
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And cruel 'twere a free-bom fwain, 

A Britiih youth, ihould vainly moan $ 
Who, fcomful of a tyrant's chain. 

Submits to yours, and yours alone. 
Nor pointed fpear, nor links of fteel. 

Could e'er thoie gallant minds fubdue. 
Who beauty -8 wounds with pleafure feel. 

And boaft the fetters wrought by you. 

SONG IV. TheSKY-LARL. 

f^ O, tuneful bird, that glad'ft the (kles, 
^^ To Daphne's window fpeed thy way j 
And tliere on quivering pinions rife. 

And there thy vocal art difplay« 
And if (he deign thy notes to hear, 

And if (he praife thy matin fong. 
Tell her, the founds that foothe her ear. 

To Damon's native plains belong. 
Tell her, in livelier plumes array 'd, 

The bird from Indian groves may ihine j 
>£ut afk the lovely partial maid, . 

What are his notes compared to thine? 
Then bid her treat yon witlefs beau 

And all his fls^unting race with fcorn ; 
JiXid lend an ear to Damon's woe, 

Who fmgs her praife, and fmgs forlorn. 

I ▲ S O N <i 
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S O N G V. 

•♦ Ah ! ego non aliter trifles cvincere morbos 
** Optarera, quam tc fic quoquc velle putem." 

/^ N every tree, in eYCry pUin, 
^^ I trace the jovial fpring ia vain ! 
A fickly languor veils mine eyes. 
And faft my waning vigour flies. 
Nor flowery plain, nor budding tree. 
That fmile on other, fmile on me 5 
Mine eyes from death /hall court repofe. 
Nor Aied a tear before they clofe. 

What \Aify to me can feafont bring ? 
Or what the needlefs pridp of fpring? 
The cyprefs bough, that fuits the bier. 
Retains its verdure all the year. 

•Tis true, my vine fo frefli and fair 
Might claim a while my wonted care ; 
My rural ftore fome pleafure yield j 
So white a flock, fo gre^n a fi^ld ! 
My friends, that each in kindnefs vie. 
Might well expefl one parting High ; 
Might well demand one tender tear } 
For when was Damon unfincere ? 

But ere I aflc once moi-e to view 
Yon fetting fun his race renew. 
Inform me, fwains'j my friends, declare, 
Will pitying Delia join the prayer ? 

SONG 
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SONG VI. 

Tke Attribute of Y i n v s. 

xrE S 5 Fulvia is like Venus fair} 
^ Has all her blooixiy and fhape and air x 
But ftill» to p^rfeft every grace, 
She wants ^the fmile upon her face. 
The crown majeftic Juno wore j 
And Cynthia's brow the crefcent bore, 
An helmet ^^ark'd Minerva's mien, 
But fmiles didinguifh'd beauty's queen. 
Her train was form'd of fmiles and loves, 
Her chariot drawn by gentleft doves ! 
And from h«r zon^, the n7mph may find, 
*Ti8 beauty's pyrovince to b^ kiad» 

Then fmile, my fairj and all whofb aim 
Afpires to paint the Cyprian dame^ . 
Or bid her breathe in living {ione> 
Shall take their focma &«sb yovt alooe. 

SONG Vir. 1744. 

np H E lovely Delia fiailcs again 5 
'*' That kilHng frown has left iier brow 1 
Can (he forgive my jealous- pain. 
And give me. ba4;k my a^Ky vow ? 

Lovt 
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Love is an April's doubtful day : 

A while we fee the tempeft lower j 
Anon the radiant heaven furvey, 

And qvite forget the flitting /hower. 
The flowers, that hung their languid head. 

Are bumifli'd by the tranfient rains j 
The vines their wonted tendrils fpread. 

And double verdure gilds the plains. 
The fprightly birds, that droop'd no lefs 

Beneath the power of rain arid wind. 
In every raptur'd note, exprefs 

The joy I feel— when thou art kind. 

SONG VIII. 1742. 

X4^ HEN bright Roxana treads the green, 

^^ In all the pride of drcfs and mien j 
Averfe to freedom, love, and play. 
The dazzling rival of the day : 
None other beauty (bikes mine eye» 
l^he lilies 4roop, the rofes die. 
But when, difclaiming art, the fair 
Aflumes a foft engaging air ; 
Mild as tlie<^pening mom of May, 
Familiar, friendly, free, and gay j 
The fcene improves, where'er (he goes. 
Move fweetly (mile the pink and ro|e« 
O lovely maid I propitious hear, 
^or deem thy fliepherd infinccre $ 
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Pity a wild illufive flame. 
That varies ol>je£b ftill the fame : 
And let their very changes proye 
The ncver-vary'd force of love, 

SONG IX. 1743. Valbntine's Dat, 

^np I S faid that under diftant fldes, 

•■• Nor you the £a6t deny 5 
"What firft attrafls an Indian*8 eyes 

Becomes his deity^ ^ 

Perhaps a lily, or a rofe, 

That fharcs the morning's ray, 
JMay to the waking fwain difcloie 

The regent of the day* 
Perhaps a plant in yonder grove, 

EnrichM with fragrant power, 
May tempt his vagrant eyes to rove. 

Where blooms the fovereign flower, 

Perch'd on the cedar's topmaft bough. 

And gay with gilded wings, 
J^erchance, the patron of his vow, 

Some artleis linnet fmgs. 

The fwain furveys lier pleased, afraid. 

Then low to earth he bends ; 
And owns, upon her friendly aid. 

His health, 4ii8 life, depends, 

Vai« 
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Vain futile idols, bird or flower, 

To tempt a votary's pray«r !— 
How would his humble homage tower, 

Should he behold my fair ! 
Yes— might the pagan's waking eyes. 

O'er Flavia's beauty range. 
He there would fix his lafting choice. 

Nor dare, nor wilk to change. 

SONG X. 1743. 

''T* H E fatal hours are wonderous near, 
•■' That, from thefe fountains, bear my dear; 
A little fpace is given j in vain : 
-She robs my fight, and flmn» the plain. 
JV. little fpace, for me to prove 
My boundlefs fiante, my endlefa love; 
^nd, like the ti-aiii of vulgar heiu*s, 
Jnvidious time that fpaee devours. 
JNcar yonder beech is Delia's way. 
On that I gaoe the livelong day; 
No eaftern monarch's dazaling pride 
^hall draw my longing eyefr afide. 
The chief that knows of fuccours nigh. 
And fees hia mangled legions die, 
Cafts not a more impatient g^anoe, 
To fee the loitering aids advance. 
Not more, the fchool-boy that expires 
4Far from his native homoj requires 
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To fee fome friend^s familiar face, 
Or meet a parent's laft embrace- 
She comes— but ah 1 what crowds of beaux 
In radiant bands my fair enclofe ! 
Oh ! better hadft thou ihunM the green» 
Oh, Delia ! better far unieen. 
Methinks, by all my tender fears, 
By all my ilghs, by all my tears, 
I might from torture now be free — 
'Ti§ more than death to part from thee ! 

SONG XL 1744. 

T)E R HAPS it is not love, faid I, 

-* That melts my foul when Flavia 's nigbii 

Where wit and fenfe like her's agree, 

One may be pleasM, and yet be free. 

The beauties of her polifli'd mind. 

It needs no lover's ^ye to find i 

The hermit freezing in his cell, - 

Might wi(h the gentle Flavia well. 

It is not love— averfe to bear 
T^he fervile chain that lovers wear ^ 
Let, let me all njy fears remove, 
My doubts difpel— it is not love-^ 
Oh ! when did wit fo brightly fhine 
In any form Icfs fair than thine ? 
It is-^t is love's fubtle fire. 
And under friendihip lurks defire. 

SONG 
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SONG XIL 1744. 

^^ 'E R defcrt plains, and rufliy meers» 
^^ And withered heaths, I rove 5 
Where tree, nor fpire, nor cot appears, 

I pafs to meet my love. 
But though my patli were damalk'd .o'er 

With beauties e'er fo fine j 
My bufy thoughts would fly before 

To fix alone— on thine. 
No fir-crown'd hills^ could givl delight 

No palace plcafe mine eye : 
No pyramid's aerial height. 

Where mouldering monarch s lie. 

Unmov'd, fhould Eaftern kings advance; 

Could I the pageant fee : 
Splendour might catch one fcornful glance^ 

Not fteal one thought from tliee. 

SONG XIII. The Scholar's Relapse- 

"D Y the fide of a grove, at the foot of a hill, 
-*^ Where whifper'd the beech, and where mor- 

mur'd the rill j 
I vow'd to the Mufes my time and my care, 
Since neither could win me the fmiles of my fair. 

Free I rang d like the birds, like the birds free I fung. 
And Delia's lov'd name fcarcc efcap'd from my tongue; 

But 
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But if once a fmooth accent delighted my ear, 

I fhould wifh, unawares, th^t my Delia might hear* 

With faircft ideas my bofom I ftor'd, 

Allufive to none but the nymph I ador'd ! 

And the more I with ftudy my fancy refin'd. 

The deeper impreffion flic made on my mind* 

So long as of nature the charms I purfue, 

I ftill muft my Delia's dear image renew : 

The Graces have yielded with Delia to rove> 

And the Mufea are all in alliance with Love* 

SONG XIV. The RosE.BuD. 

O E E, Daphne, fee, Florelio cry'd, 
*^ And learn the fad effe£^s of pride j 
Yoih-flielterM rofe, how fafe concealM ! 
How quickly blafted, when reveal'd ! 
The fun with* warm attractive ray& 
Tempts it to wanton in the blaze t 
A gale fucceeds from Eailem. ikies,^ 
And all its blufhing radiance dies. 
So you, my fair, of charms divine,. 
Will quit the plains, too fond to ftiine 
Where fame's traniporting rays allure, 
Though here more happy, more fecure. 
The breath of fome neglefted maid 
Shall make you figh you left the fliade : 
A breath to beauty's bloom unkind. 

As, to the rofe, an Eaiilem wlndt^ 

The 
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The nymph reply'd— Yoti firft, my fwain. 
Confine your fonnets to the plain ; 
One envious tongue aiike difarms, 
You, of your wit, me, of my charms. 
What i's, unknown, the poet's Ikill ? 
Or what, unheard, the tuneful thrill ? 
What, unadmirM, a charming mien. 
Or what the rofe's blufh, unfeen ? 



SONG XV. Winter. 1746. 

NO more, ye warbling birds, rejoice : 
Of all that chearM the plain, 
Echo alone preferves hep voice. 
And fhe— -repeats my pain. 

Where'er my love-fick limbs I lay. 

To ftiun the mflling wind. 
Its bufy murmurt ftcihs to fay, 

« She never will be kind !" 

The Naiads, o'er their frozen urns. 

In icy chains repine ; 
And each in fullen filence mourns 

Her freedom loft, like mine ! 
5oon will the fun's returning rays 

The chearlefs froft controul 5 
When will relenting Delia chale 

The winter of my foul ? 

I SONG 
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SONG XVI. Daphne'i Vijit. 

'\7' E birds! for wliom I rear'd tlie grove, 
■•* With melting lay falute my love; 
My Daphne with your notes detain : 
Or I have rear'd my grove in vain. 
Ye flowers! before her footfteps rifej 
Difplay at once your brighteft dyes ; 
That (he your opening charms may fee : 
'Oij what were all your charms to me ? 
Kind Zephyr ! brufh each fragrant flower, 
And flied its odours round my bower; 
Or never more, O gentle wind. 
Shall I, from thee, refreftiment find. 
Ye ftreams 1 if e'er your banks I lov*d. 
If e'er your native ibunds improved. 
May each foft murmur foothe my. fair J 
••Or, oh ! 'twill deepen my dcfpair. 
And thou, my grot! whofe lonely bounds 
The melancholy pine furrounds. 
May Daphne praife thy peaceful gloom ! 
Or thou ftialt prove her Damon's tomb. 

SONG XVn. Written a inColleaion of 
Bacchanalian Songs. 

A DIEU, ye. jovial youths, who Join 
"^■^ To plunge old care in floods of wincj 
And, as your dazzled ,eye-balls roll, 
4>ifcern him flruggling in the bowl. 

K Not 
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Not yet is hope fo wholly flown. 
Not yet is thought (6 tedious gjown. 
But limpid ftream and ihady tree 
Retain, as yet, fome fweets for me. 

And fee through yonder iilent grove. 
See yonder does roy J^aphne rove j 
With pride her footfteps I purfue. 
And bid your frantic joys adieu. 
The fole jconfufion I admire. 
Is that my Daphne's eyes inipire : 
I fcoi^n the madnefs you approve^ 
And value reafon next to love • 

SONG XVIII. 

-TT r HEN bright Ophelia treads the green, 

^^ In all the pride of drefs and mien j 
Averfe to freedom, mirth, and play. 
The lofty rival of the day ; 
Methinlcs to my enchanted eye. 
The lilies droop, the rofes die. 

But when, difdaining art, the fair 
Aflumes a foft, engaging air : 
Mild as the opening morn of May, 
And as the feathered warblers gay : 
The fcene improves where'er fhe goes, 
More fweetly fmiles the pink and rofe. 
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O lovely maid ! propitious hear, 
Nor think thy Dam9n infincere.^ 
Pity my wild delufive flame : 
For though the flowers are ftill the fam^, 
To me they languifli, or improve. 
And plainly tell me that I love. 



SONG XIX. Imitated from the French. 

\7 E S, thefe are the fcenes where with Iris I ftray'd 
■* But (hort was her fway for fo lovely a maid ! 
In the bloom of her youth to a cloyfter (he run 5 
In the bloom of her graces too fair for a nun ! 
Ill-grounded, no doubt, a devotion mufl: prove 
So fatal to beauty, fo killing to Igve ! 

Yes, thefe are the meadows, the ftirubs, and the plains ; 
Once the fcene of my pleafures, the fcene of my pains j 
How many foft moments I fpent in tliis grove ! 
How fair was my nymph ! and how fei*vent my love * 
Be ftill though, my heart ! thine emotion give o'er j 
Remember, tlie feafon of love is no more. 

With her how I ftrayM amid fountains and bowers. 
Or loiter* d behind and collefted the flowers! 
Then breathlefs with ardor my fair-one purfued. 
And to think with what kindnefs my garland ihe viewed ^ 
But be ftill, my fond heart ! this emotion give o'er 1 
Fain would*ft thou forget thou muft love her no more, 

K % A PA 
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A PARODY. 

-ITMr HEN firft, Plulaiider, firft I came 
^ ^ Where Avon rolU his winding ftream, 
The nymphs— how briflt 1 the fwains— how gay! 
To fee Afteria, Queen of May !— 
The parfons round, her praifes fung ! 
The fteeples> with her praifes rung!— 
I thought— no fight, that e'er was feen, 
Could match the fight of Barers-green! — 

But now, (jnce old Eugenio dy'd«* 
The chief of poets, and the pride- 
Now, meaner bards in vain afpire 
To raife their voice, to tune their lyre ! 
Their lovely feafon, now, is o'er! 
Thy notes, Florelio, pleafe no more ! 
No more Afteria's fmiles are feen I— 
Adieu !— tlie fweets of Barel's-grcen ! 

The HALCYON. 

"ITT H Y o'er the verdant banks of Ooze 
^ ^ Does yonder halcyon fpeed fo fail ? 
'Tis all becaufc fhe would not lofe 

Her favourite calm that will not laft. 
The fun with azure paints the ikies. 

The ftream reflets each flowery (pray t 
And frugal of her time (he flies 

To take her fill of love and play* 
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See her, when rugged Boreas blows, 

Warm in feme rocky cell remain $ 
To fcek for pleafure, well fhe knows. 

Would only then enhance the pain. 
Defcend, (lie cries, thou hated ihower. 

Deform my limpid waves to-day. 
For I have chofe a fairer hour 

To take my fill of love and play. 

You too, my Silvia, fure will own 

Life's azure feafons fwiftly roll : 
And when our youth or health is flown, 

To think of love but fhocks the foul. 

Could Damon but deferve thy charms. 

As thou art Damon's only theme | 
HeM fly as quick to Delia's arms. 

As yonder halcyon Ikims the fh^am. 

ODE. 

Q O dear my Lucio is to me, 

^ So well our minds and tempers blend ; 

That feafons may for ever flee. 

And ne'er divide me from my friend $ 
But let the favoured boy forbear 
T*o tempt with love my only fair. 

O Lycon, bom when every Mufc, 

When every Grace benignant fmird, 
With all a parent's breaft could chufe 

To bleft her lov'd, her only child i 

K 3 *Ti8 
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'Tis thine, {6 richly gracM to prove 
More noble cares, than cares of love. 

Together we from early youth 

Have trod the flowery tracks of time. 

Together mus'd in fearch of truth, 
0*er learned fage, or bard fublime ; 

And well thy culturM breaft I know, 

What wonderous treaiiire it can (how. 

Come then, rcfume thy charming lyre. 
And fmg fome pati'iot's worth fublime, 

Whilft I in fields of foft defire 

Confume my fair and fruitlefs prime j 

Whofe reed afpires but to difplay 

The flame that burns me night and day» 

O come ! the diyads of tlie woods 
Shall daily foothe thy ftudious min<f, 

The blue-eyM nymphs of yonder floods 
Shall meet and court thee to be kind j 

And Fame fits liftening for thy lays 

To fvyell her trump with Lucio's praife. 

Like me, the plover fondly tries 

To lure the fportiinen from her neft. 

And fluttering on with anxious cries. 
Too plainly iliews her torturM breaft : 

O let him, coufcious of her care. 
Pity her pains, and learn to fpare. 
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A PASTORAL ODE, 
To the Honourable Sir Richard Lyttelton. 

TH E morn difpens'd a dubious liglit^ 
A fullen mift had ftorn from fight 
Each pleafing vale and hill 5 
When Damon left his humble bowers. 
To guard his flocks, to fence his flowers. 
Or check his wandering rill. 

Though fchoord from fortune' s'paths to Ef,' 
The fwain beneath each lowering (ky, 

Would oft his fate bemoan ; 
That he in fylvan fliades, forlorn ! 
Mufl: wafte his chearlefs ev'n and mom. 

Nor prais'd nor lovM, nor known. 

No friend to fame's bbftrcperous noife*, - 
Yet to the whifpers of hervoice, 

Soft murmuring, not a foe : 
The pleafures he through choice decUn'd, ^ 
When gloomy fogs deprefs'd his mind. 

It griev'd him to forego. i 

Griev'd him to lurk the lakes befide, . 
Where coots in ruihy dingles hide. 

And moorcocks (hun the day j 
Whik caitiff bitterns, undifmay'd, , 
Remark the fwain's familiar (hade> . 

And fcom to quit their prey, 

K 4 But: 
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But fee^ the radiant fun once more 
The brightening face of licaven reftore^ 

And raife the doubtful dawn ; 
And> more to gild his rural iphen. 
At once the brightei^ train appear. 

That ever trod the lawn. 

Amazement chill'd the fhepherd's frame. 
To think • Bridgewater'a honoured name ^ 

Should grace his ruflic cell ; 
That (he, on all whofe motions wait 
Diftin^tion, titles, rank, and ftate,. 

Should Eove where Aiepherd$ dwell. 

But true it is, the generous mind. 
By candour fwayM, by tafte refinM, 

Will nought but vice difdain ; 
Nor will the breaft where fancy glows 
Deem every flower a weed, that blows 

Amid the defart plain ^ 

Befeems it fach, with honour crown' d,. 
To deal its lucid beams around. 

Nor equal meed receive i 
At moft fuch garlands from the fields 
As cowflips, pinks, and paniies yield> 

And rural hands can weave. 

Yet ftrive, ye ihepherds, drive to find,. 
And weave the faireil of the kind. 



The 



* The Duchefs, married to Sir R. Lyttelton. 
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The prime of all the fpring j 
If haply thus yon lovely fail- 
May round their temples deign to wear 

The trivial wreaths you bring. 

O how the peaceful halcyons play*d. 
Where'er the confcious lake betray'd 

Athenians placid mien j. 
How did the fprightlier linnets throng,. 
Where Paphia's charms required the fong,, 

'Mid hazel copfes green 5 

ho, Dartmouth on thofe banks recIinM, 
While bufy fancy calls to mind 

The glories of his line ; 
Methinks my cottage rears itsr head,. 
The ruin'd walls of yonder ihed. 

As through enchantment, fhine. 

But who the nymph that guides tlieir way h 
Could ever nymph defcend to ftray 

From Haglcy's fam'd rcticat ? 
Elfe, by tlie blooming features fair. 
The faultlefs make, the matchlefs air, 

'Twere Cynthia's form eompleat. 

So would fome tuberofe delight, 

That (Iruck the pilgrim's wondering fight 

'Mid lonely defarts drear ; 
All as at eve, the fovereign flower 
Difpenles round it$ balmy power. 

And crowns the fragrant year- 

Ah, 
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Ah, now no more, the (hepherd cry'd, 
Muft I ambition's charms deride. 

Her fubtle force difown j 
No more of fawns or fairies dream,- 
While fancy, near each cryftal ftream. 

Shall paint theie forms alone. 

By low-brow'd rock, or pathkfs mead, 
j^.deemM that fplendour ne'er fhould lead 

My dazzled eyes aftray 5 
But who alas ! will dare contend, 
If beauty add, or merit blend 

Its more illuibrious ray ? 

Nor is it long — O plaintive fwain ! 
Since Guernfey faw without difdaki. 

Where, hid in woodlands green. 
The • pailner of his early days. 
And once the rival of his praife. 

Had ftoPn through life unfeen. 

"Scarce faded is the vernal flower. 
Since Stamford left his honoured bower 

To fmile familiar here : 
O foiTuM by nature to difclofe 
How fair that courtefy which flows 

From focial warmth flncere. 

Nor yet have many moons decay'd,- 
Since Pollio fought this lonely fliade, . 
Admir'd tliis rural maze t 

• They were fchool-ft!!ows. 
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The nobleft breaft that virtue fires, 
The Graces love, the Mufe infpires. 
Might pant for Poliio's praife. 

Say Thomfon here was known to reft. 
For him yon vernal feart I dreft. 

Ah, never to return ! 
In place of wit, and melting ftrains. 
And fecial mirth, it now remains 

To weep befide his urn. 

Come then, my Laelius, come once more. 
And fringe the melancholy ftiore 

With rofes and with bays,. 
While I each wayward fate accufe^. 
That envyM his impartial Mufe 

To fing your early praife. 

While Philo, to whofe favour'd fight,. 
Antiquity, with full delight. 

Her inmoft wealth difplays j 
Beneath yon ruins mouldered wall 
Shall mufe, and with his friend recal ! 

The pomp- of ancient days. 

Here too (hall Conway's name appear j,, 
He praisM the ftream fo lovely clear,. 

That ftioiie the reeds among ; 
Yet clearnefs could it not difclofe. 
To match the rhetoric that flows 

From Conway's poli/h'd tongue. 



Ev'n 
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Ev*n Pitt, whofe fervent periods roll 
Refiftlefs ! through the kindling foul 

Of fenates, councils, kings ! 
Though form'd for courts, vouchfaPd to rove 
Inglorious, through the (hepherd's grove, • 

And ope his bafliful fprings. 
But what can courts difcover more. 
Then thefe rude haunts have fcen before. 

Each fount and fhady tree ? 
Have not thefe trees and fountains feen 
The pride of courts, the winaing mien 

Of peerlefs Aylcfbury ? 
And Grenville, ihe whofe radiant eyes 
Have mark'd by flow gradation rile 

The princely piles of Stow ; 
Yet praisM thefe unembelliih'd woods. 
And fmird to fee the babbling floods 
Through felf-worn mazes flow. 

Say Dartmouth, who your banks admirM, 
Again beneath your caves retirM, 

Shall grace the penfive fliade i 
With all the bloom, with all the truth. 
With all the fprightlinefs of youth. 

By cool reflexion fway'd ? 
Brave, yet humane, fliali Smith appear. 
Ye failors, though his name be dear. 

Think him not yours alone *. 
Grant him in other fpheres to charm. 
The fliepherds' breafts though mild are warm» 

And ours are all his own. 
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O Lyttelton ! my lionour'd j;':^--ft. 
Could I defcribe th\ geiitrous breaft. 

Thy firm, yet polifh'd mind j 
How public love aJor»s thy name. 
How fortiine too CiMiipires with tame j 

The fong fhould pieafe nuinkmd. 

VERSES written towards the Clofc of the 
Year 1748, to William Lyttelton, Efq; 

HO W blithely pafsM the fummcr's day I 
How bright was every flower ! 
While friends arrived, in circles gay. 

To vifit Damon's bower ! 
But now, with filent ftep, I range 

Along fome lonely (hore ; 
And Damon's bower, alas the change ! 

Is gay with friends no more. 
Away to crowds and cities borne 

In queft of joy they fteer ; 
Whilltl, alas! am left forlorn. 

To weep the paiting year ! 
O penfive Autumn ! how I grieve 

Thy forrowing face to fee I 
"Wlien languid funs are taking leave 

Of every drooping tree. 
Ah let me not, with heavy eye. 

This dying fcene furvey ! 
Hafte, Winter, hafte ; ufurp the iky 5 

Compleat my bower's decay. 
4 
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Ill can I bear the motley caft 

Yon fickening leaves retain j 
That fpeak at once of plcafiire paft. 

And bode approaching pain. 

At home unbleft, I gaze around. 

My diftant icenes require 5 
Whei-e all in murky vapours drown'd 

Are hamlet, hill, and fpire. 

Though Thomfon, fweet defcriptive bard ! 

Infpiring Autumn fung ; 
Yet how fhonld we the months regard. 

That ftopp'd his flowing tongue ? 
Ah lucklefs months, of all the reft. 

To whofe hard (hare it fell ! 
For fure he was -the gentleft breaft 

Th^t ever fung Co well. 
And fee, the fwallows now difbwn 

The roofs they lov'd before j 
Dach, like his tuneful genius, flown 

To glad fame happier fliore. 
The wood-nymph eyes, with pale affright. 

The fportfman's frantic deed j 
While hounds and horns and yells unite 

To drown the Mufe's reed. 
Ye fields with blighted herbage brown> 

Ye ikies no longer blue ! 
Too much we feel from fortune's frown, 

To bear thefe frowns from you. 

S Wher 
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Where is the mead's unfullied green ? 

The zephyr's balmy gale ? 
J^nd where fweet friend/hip's cordial mien^ 

That brighten'd every vale ? 
What though the vine difclofe her dyes^ 

And boaft her purple (lore ; 
Not all the vineyard's rich fupplies 
Can foothe our forrows.more. 

He ! he is gone, whofe moral ftram 

Could wit and mirth refine j 
He ! he is gone, whofe focial vein 

Surpafs'd the power of wine. 
Faft by the ftreams he deign' d to praife^ 

In yon fequefter'd grove. 
To him a votive urn I raife^ 

To him, and friendly love< 
Yes there, my friend ! forlorn and fad, 

I grave your Thomfon's namej 
-And there, his lyre ; which fate forbad 

To found your growing fame. 
There (hall my plaintive fong recount 

Dark themes of hopelefe woe 5 
And fafter than the dropping fount, 

I '11 teach mine eyes to flow. 
There leaves, in fpite of Autumn green. 

Shall (hade the hallow'd ground ; 
J^nd Spring will there again be feen, 

To call forth flowers around. 



^«t 
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But no kind fxins will bid me fhare. 

Once more, his fecial hour j 
Ah Spring \ thou never canft re{)air 

This lols, to ©amon's bower. 



LOVE AND MUSIC 
Written at Oxford, when youn^. 

^ H A L L Love alone for ever claim 
*'*^ A^n univerfal right to iamc. 

An undifputed fway ? 
Or has not Mufic equal charms. 
To fill the breaft with ftrange alarms. 

And make the world obey ? 

The Thracian Bard, as Poets tell, 
* Could mitigate the Powers of hell 4 

Ev'n Pluto's nicer ear: 
His arts, no more than Love's, we find 
To deities or men confin'd. 

Drew brutes in crouds to -hear. 
Whatever favourite paffion reignM, 
The Poet ftill his right maintained 

O'er all that rang'd the plain : • 
The fiercer tyrants conld affwagc. 
Or fire the timorous into rage, 

Whene'er he chang'd the ftrain. 
In milder lays the Bard began i 
Soft notes through every finger ran. 
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And echoing charm'd tlie place : 
See ! fawning lions gaze around, 
And, taught to quit their favage foundi 

Aflumc a gentler grace. 

When Cymon view'd the fair-one*$ charms. 
Her ruby lips, and fnowy arms. 

And told her beauties o'er ; 
When love refonn'd his awkward tonoy 
And made each clowniHi geflure known^ 

It fhcwM but equal power. 

The Bard now tries a fprightlier found, 
When all the feather^'d race around 

Perceive the varied ftrains ; 
The foaring lark .the note purfues j v 

The timorous dove around him cooes* 

And Philomel complains. 

An equal power of Love I 've feen 
Incite the deer to fcour the green. 

And chace his balking foe. 
Sometimes has Love, with greater might. 
To challenge— nay— fometimes— to fight 

ProvokM til' enanaour'd beau. 
When Silvia treads the fmiling plain. 
How glows the heart of every fwain. 

By pleafing tumults toft! 
W^hen Handel's folemn accents roll. 
Each breaft is fir'd, each raptur'd foul 

In fweet confufion loft. 
If flie her melting glances dart. 
Or he his dying airs impart, 

L OiU- 
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Our fpirits fink away. 
Enough, enough ! dear nymph, girc o'er ; 
And thou) great artift ! urge no more 

Thy unrefifted fway. 
Thus love or found affects the mind : 
But wh^n then- various powers are joined. 

Fly, daring mortal, fly ! 
For when Belinda's charms appear. 
And I her tuneful accents hear-— 

I burn, I faint, I die ! 

COMPARISON. 

^'T^ I S by comparifon we know 
3i ^ '*' On every objeft ta bellow 

Its proper fhare of prai fe : 
Did each a like perfection beir. 
What beauty, though divinely fair. 

Could admiration raife ? 
Amidft the lucid bands of night. 
See ! Hefperus, ferertely bright. 

Adorns the diftant fkies : 
But languiflies amidft the blaze 
Of fprightly Sol's meridian rays,— 

Or Silvia's brighter eyes. 
Whene'er the nightingale complains, 
I like the melantholy ftrains. 

And praife the tuneful bird : 

But vainly might (he ftrain her throat, 

Vainly exalt each fwelling note. 

Should Silvia's voice be heard. 

4 When 
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^When, on the violet's ptirple bed. 
Supine I reft my weary head. 

The fragrant pillow charms : 
Yet foon Aich languid blifs I *d fly, 
-Would Silvia but the lofs fupply« 

And take me to her ai'ros. 

' The alabafter^s wonderoiu whiter 
The marble's polifli ftrikcs my fight. 

When Silvia is not feen : 
But ah ! how faint that white is grown, 
. How rough appears the polilh'd (lone. 

Compared with Silvia's mien ! 
Tlie rofe, that o'er the Cyprian plains. 
With flowers enamel'd, blooming reigns. 

With undifputcd power, 
Plac'd near her cheek's celeftial red, ' 
:{Its purple loft, its luftre fled,) 
Delights the fenfe no more. 

ODE TO CYNTHIA, 
On the approach of Spring. 

T^T O W in the cowflip's dewy cell 
"••^ The fairies make tlieir bed. 
They hover round the cryftal well. 

The turf in circles tread. 
The lovely linnet now her fong 

Tunes fwceteft in the wood ; 
The twittering fwallow (kirns along 

The azure liuiid flood. 

L 2 *rhe 
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The morning breeze wafts •Flora's kifs 

In fragrance to the fenfe ; ' 
The happy fliepherd feels the blifs. 

And ftie takes no offence. 
But not the linncf's fweeteft fong 

That ever fiUM the wood ; 
Or twittering fwallow that along 

The azure liquid flood 

Skims fwiftly, harbinger of fpring. 

Or morning's fweeteft breath. 
Or Flora's kifs, to me can bring 

A remedy for death. 
For death — what do I fay ? Ves, death 

Muft furely end my days, 
If cruel Cynthia flights my faith. 

And will not hear my lays. 

No more with feftive gailands bound, 

I at the wake fhall be 5 
No more my feet fhall prefs the ground 

In dance with wonted gleej 

No more my little flock I '11 keep, 

To fome dark cave I '11 fly ; 
I 've nothing now to do but weep. 

To mourn my fate, and figh. 

Ah ! Cynthia, thy Damon's cries 

Are heard at dead of night ; 
But they, alas ! are doom'd to rife 

Like fmoke upon the fight. 
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They rife in vain, ah me ! in vain 

Are fcatter'd ia the wind 5 
Cynthia does not know the pain 

That rankles in my mind. 
If fleep perhaps my eye-lids clofe, 

'Tis but to dream of you 5 
A while I c.eafe to feel my woes. 

Nay, think I 'm happy too. 

I think I prefs with kiffcs pure. 

Your lovely rofy lips j 
And you 're my bride, I think I 'm fure. 

Till gold the mountain tips. 
When wak'd, aghaft I look around. 

And find my charmer flown ; 
Then bleeds afrefh my galling wound, 

While I am left alone. 
Take pity then, O gentleft maid I 

' On thy poor Damon's heart : 
Remember what I 've often faid, 

'Tis you can cure my finart. 

JEMMY DAWSON. A Ballad ; 

Written about the Time of his Execution, in 

the Year 1745. 

COME liften to my mournful tale. 
Ye tender hearts and lovers dear } 
Nor will you fcom to heave a figh, 
Nor ^ced you blufli to (hed a tear. 

L 3 And 
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And thou, dear Kitty» peerlefs maid. 

Do thou a peniive ear incline s 
For thou canft weep at every woe $ 

And pity every plaint—but mine. 

Young Dawfon was a gallant boy, 
A brighter never trod the plain ; 

And well he lov'd'one charming maid. 
And dearly was he lov^d again. 

One tender maid, (he lov'd him dear, 
Of gentle blood the damfel came 5 

And faultlefs was her beauteous forraj^ 
And fpotlefs was her virgin fame. 

But curfe on party's hateful ftrifc. 

That led the favoured youth aftray j 
The day the rebel clans appeared, 

O had he never feen tliat day ! 
Their colours aiid their fafh he wore. 

And in the fatal drefs was found ; 
And now he muft that death endure. 

Which gives the brave the keeneft wound.. 
How pale was then his true-love's cheek. 

When Jemmy's fentence reach'd her ear ! 
For never yet did Alpine fnows 

So pale, or yet f6 ehill appear*^ 
With faultering voice, (he weeping faid. 

Oh Dawfon, monarch of my heart ) 
Think not thy death (hall end our loves. 

For thou and I will never part. 
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Yet might Tweet mercy iind a place. 

And bring relief to Jemmy's woes ) 
O George, without a prayer for th$e» 

My orizons ihould never clofe. 
The gracious prince that gave him life. 

Would crown a never-dying flame $ 
And every tender babe I bore 

Should learn to tifp the giver^e name. 

But tliough he ihould be dragged in fcorn 

To yonder ignominious tree 5 
He ihall not want one conftant friend 

To ihare the cruel fates' decree. 

O then her mourning-coach was caird, 

The fledge mov'd flowly on before ; 
Though borne in a triumphal car. 

She had not lov'd her favourite more. 
She followed him, prepar'd to vi^w 

The terrible beheiis of law i 
And the laft fcene of Jemmy's woes, 

With calm and ftedfaft eye Ihc faw. 

Diftorted was that blooming face. 

Which ihe had fondly lovM fo long j 
And ftifled was that tuneful breath* 

Which in her praifc had fweetly fung. 

And feverM was that beauteous neck. 

Round which her arms had fondly clos'd ; 

And mangled was tliat beauteous breaft. 
On which her love-fick head rcpos'd. : 

L 4 And 
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And ravilh'd was that conftant heart, 

She did to every heart prefer j 
For though it could its King forget, 

^Twas true and loyal ftill to her. 
Amid thofe unrelenting flames, 

She bore this conftant heart to fee ; 
But when 'twas mouldered into duft. 

Yet, yet, fhe cry'd, I follow thee. 
My death, my death alone can (hew 

The pure, the lafting love I bore } 
Accept, O heaven! of woes like ours. 

And let us, let us weep no more. 

The difmal fcene was o^'er and paft, 

The lover's mournful hearfe retir'd j 
Tlie maid drew back her languid head. 

And, fighing forth his name, expirM. 
Though jufticc ever m«ft prevail. 

The tear my Kitty iheds, is due j. 
For feldom (hall (he hear a tale 

So fad, fo tender, yet fo true. 

A Pafloral B A L L A D, in Four Parta. 1743. 

** Arbufta humilefque myrica.'' Virc. 

I. ABSENCE. 

XT E (hepherds fo chearfiil and gay, 

** Whofe flocks never carelefsly roam ; 

Should Corydon's happen to flray. 

Oh ! call the poor wanderers home. 

Allow 
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Allow me to mufe and to figh, 

Nor talk of the change that yc find f 

None once was fo watchful as 1 5 
I hare left my dear Phillis behind. 

Now I know what it is, to have drove 

With the torture of doubt and defire j; 
What it is to admire and to love, 

And to leave her we love and admire. 
Ah, lead forth ray flock in the mom, 

And the damps of each evening lepel ; 
Alas 1 I am faint and forlorn u 

*-I have bade my dear Phillis farewel. 

Since Phillis vouchiaTd me a look, 

I never once dreamt of my vine : 
May I lofe both my pipe and my crook> 

If I knew of a kid tliat was mine. 
I priz'd every hour that went by, 

Beyond all that had pleasM me before; 
But now they are paft, and I figh ; 

And I grieve that I priz'd tliem no more. 

But why do I languiih in vain y 

Why wander thus penlively here ? 
Oh ! why did I come from the plain, 

Where I fed on the fmiles of my deai* ? 
Xhey tell me, ray favourite maid. 

The pride of tliat valley, is flown ; 
Alas ! wherewith her I have ftiay'd, 

I could wander with pleafure, alone. 

When 
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When forc'd the fair nymph to forego, 

What anguifh I felt at my heart ! 
Yet I thought— but it might not be fo— 

'Twas with pain that ihe faw me depart. 
She gazM, as I (lowly withdrew; 

My path I could hardly difcem j 
So fweetly ihe bade me adieu, 

I thought that fhe bade me return. 

The Pilgrim tJint journeys all day 

To vifit fome fsr-diftant flirine. 
If he bear but a relique away. 

Is happy, nor heard to repine. 
Thus widely remov'd from the fair. 

Where my vows, my devotion, I gwe, 
Soft hope is the relique I bear. 

And my folace wherever I go. 

n. HOPE. 

Tl^ Y banks they are fumi(h*d with bees, 
XwX whofe murmur invites one to deep ; 
My grottos are (haded widi trees. 

And my hills are white over with fheep. 
I feldom have met with a lofs, 

Such hesrtth do my fountains beftow ; 
My fountains all borderM witli mofs. 

Where the hare-bells and violets grow. 
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Not a pine jn my grove is there feen, 

But juvitli tendriU of woodbine is bound i 
Not a beech's mope beautiful green, 

But a fweetrbriar entwine* it around. 
Not my fields, in the prime of the year,. 

More charms than my cattle unfold 5 
Not a br«ok that is limpid and clear. 
But it glitt«rs with fifhcs of gold. 
One would think (he might like to retire 

To the bower I h^ve laboured to rear j. 
Not a flxrub that I heard.her admire, 

But I hailed and planted it there, 
© how fudden the jeffamine ftrove 

Wlthrthe lilac to rendes it gay \ 
Already it calls for my love. 

To prune the wild branches away. 
From tlie plains, from the woodlands and grovei^ 

What ftrains of wild melody flow ! 
How the nightingales warble their loves 

From thickets of rofes that blow ! 
And when her bright form (hall appear, 

Each bird (hall harmonioufly join 
In a concert fo foft and fo clear. 

As— fhe may not be fond to refign* 

I have found out a gift for my fair ^ 

I have found where the wood-pigeons breed t 

But let me that plunder forbear, 

She will fay 'twas a barbarous deed. 

^ For 
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For he ne'er could be true, flic aver'd, ^ 
Who could rob a poor bird of its young : 

And I lov'd her the more when I heard 
Such tendernefs fall from her tongue. 

I have heard her with fweetnefs unfold 

How tliat pity was due to— a dove : 
That it ever attended the bold 5 

And flic caird it the fifter of love. 
But her words fuch a pleafure convey. 

So much I her accents adore. 
Let her fpeak, and whatever flie lay, 

Methinks I fhould love hei* the more. 

Can a bofom fo gentle remain 

Unmov'd, when her Corydon fighs ! 
Will a nymph that is fond of the plain, 

Thefe plains and this valley defpife ? 
Bear regions of filence and fhade ! 

Soft fcenes of contentment and eafe ! 
Where I could have pleafingly ftray'd. 

If aught, in her abfence, could pleafc. 

But where does my Phyllida ftray ? 

And where arc her grots and her bowel's ? 
Are the groves and the valleys as gay. 

And the fliepherds as gentle as ours ? 
The groves may perhaps be as fair. 

And the face of the valleys as fine 5 
The fwains may in manners compare. 

But their love is not equal to mine. 



III. SO. 
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III. SOLICITUDE. 

WHY will you my paflion reprove ? 
Why tei-m it a folly to giieve ? 
Ere I ftiew you the charms of my love. 

She is fairer than you can believe. 
With her mien (he enamours the brave ; 

With her wit (he engages the free i 
With her modefly pleafes the grave ; 
She is every way pleafing to me. 

you that have been of her train. 
Come and join in my amorous lays ; 

1 could lay down my life for the fwain,^ 

That will fing but a fong in her praife. 
When he fings, may the nymphs of the town 

Come trooping, and liften the while j 
Nay on him let not Phyllida frown 5 

—But I cannot allow her to fmile. 

For when Paridel tries in the dance 

Any favour with Phyllis to find, 
O how, with one trivial glance. 

Might (he ruin the peace of my mind I 
In ringlets he dre(res his hair. 

And his crook is beftudded around j 
j\nd his pipe— oh my Phillis beware 

Of a magic there is in the found. 

'Tis 
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*Ti8 his with mock pafRon to glow ; 

*Tis his in fmooth tales to unfold, 
"** How her face is as bright as the fnow, 

And her bofom> be fure» is as cold, 
-How the nightingales labour the ftrain. 

With the notes of his charmer to vie^j , 
^ow they vary their accents in vain, 

Repine at her triumphs, and die/* 

VTo the grove or the garden he ftrays. 

And pillages every fweet 5 
'Then, fuiting the wreath to his lays 

He tlu-ows it at Phyllis' s feet. 
^'*' O Phyllis, he whifpers, more fair. 

More fweet than the jefiamine's flower I 
'What are pinks in a moniy to compare ? 

What is eglantine, after a ihower ? 

■ Then the lily no longer is white ; 

Then the rofe is deprivM of its bloom; 
' Then the violets die with defpight. 

And the wood-bines give up their perfume.'* 
Thus glide the foft numbers along. 

And he fancies no Ihepherd his peer | 
•-Yet I never fhoukl envy the fi»ng. 
Were not Phyllis to lend it an ear. 

Let his crook be with hyacinths bound, 

So Phyllis the trophy defpife : 
Let his forehead with, laurels be crowu*d> 

So they fiiine not in Phyllis's eyes* 



TiK 
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The language that flows from the heart 

Is a ftrangcr to Pariders tongue ; 
—Yet may (he beware of his art. 

Or fure I muft envy the fong. 

IV. DISAPPOINTMENT. 

\r E fticpherds, give ear to my lay, 
^ And take no more heed of my fheep : 
They have nothing to do but to ftray 5 

I have nothing to do but to weep. 
Yet do not my folly reprove 5 

She was fair— and my paiHon begun ; 
She fmil'd— and I could not but love j 

She is faithlefs— and I am undone* 

Perhaps I was void of all thought : 

Perhaps it was plain to forefee, 
That a nymph fo compleat would be fought 

By a fwain more engaging than me. 
Ah ! love every hope can infpire 5 

It banifhes wifdom the while ) 
And the lip of the nymph we admire 

Seems for ever adorn'd with a fiiiile« 

She IS faithlefs, and I am undone 5 

Ye that witnefs the woes I endure j 
Xet reafon inftruft you to (huh 

What it cannot inlbu^l: you to cure. 

Beware 
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Beware how you loiter in vain 

Amid nymphs of an higher degree : 
It is not for me to explain 

How fair, and how fickle, they be. 

Alas ! from the day that we met, 

What hope of an end to my woes? 
When I cannot endure to forget 

The glance that undid my repofe. 
Yet time may dimiriiih the pain : 

The £k)wer, and the fhi*ub, and the tree. 
Which I rearM for her plcafure in vain, 

In time may have comfort for me. 

The fweets of a dew-fprinkled rofe. 

The found of a murmuring ftream. 
The peace which from folitude flows, 

Henceforth (hall be Corydon's theme. 
High tranfports are ihewn to the fight, 

But we are not to find them our own j 
Fate never beftov/d fuch delight. 

As I with my Phyllis had known- 

ye woods, fpread your bnmches apace j 
To your deepeft recefles I Hy } 

1 would hide with the beafts of the chacc 5 

I would vanifti from every eye. 
Yet my reed (hall refound through the grove 

With the fame fad complaint it begun 5 
How fhe fmil'd, and I could not but lovej 

Was faithlcfs, and I am undone I 

LEVI- 
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LEVITIES; 

O R 
PIECES OF HUMOUR. 

FLIRT and PHIL; 
A Deciiion for the L a d i b >• 

j\ Wit, by learning well refinM, 
•^—^ A beau, but of the niral kind. 
To Sylvia made pretences j 
They bo^ profefs'd an equal love j 
Yet hop'd, by different means to roov« 
Her judgment, or her fenfes. 

Young fprightly Flirt, of blooming mien^ 
Watch'd the beft minutes to be feen; 

"Went— wh:n his glafs advis\l*him: 
While meagre Phil of books enquirM j 
A wight, for wit and parts admir'd j 

And witty ladies priz'd him, 

Silvia had wit, had fpii aj too ; 
To hear the one, the othej view, 

Sufpended held the fcales s 
Her wit, her youth too, claimed its ihare,^ 
X«et nonei,the preference declare. 

But Yum up— heads or t^lils^ 

lA Stanzas 
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6TANZAS to the Memory of an agreeable LAj>Yy 
buried in* Marriage to a Perfon uhdeferving her. 
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•^WAS always held, and ever will. 
By fage mankind, difcreeter, 
T' anticipate a lefler'ill, 

Than undergo a greater. 
When mortals dread difeafes, pahi. 

And languifhing conditions j 
Who don't the leffer ills fuftain 

Of phyCc and— phyficians ? 
Rather than lofe his whole eftate. 

He th^t but little wife is, 
Full gladly pays four parts in eight 

To taxes and excifes. 
Our merchants Spain has near undoae 

For loft ihips not requiting : 
This bears our noble king, to fhun 

The lofs.of blood-in fighting! 
With numerous ills, in fingle life. 

The bachelor's attended : 
Such to avoid, he takes a wife— 
Aftd much the cafe' is mended! 
Poor Gratia in her twentieth year. 

Fore- feeing future woe, 
Chofe to attend ^ monkey here. 
Before an ape below. 

C OLE- 
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C O L E M I R A. 

A Culinary Eclogue. 
** Nee tantum Veneris, quantum ftudiofa culinae/' 

NIGHT'S fable clouds had halT the globe o'erfpread. 
And filence i-eign'd, and folks were gone to bed ; 
When love, which gentle fleep can ne'er infpire, 
H^ feated Damon by the kitchen fire. 

IPenfive he lay, extended on the ground j 
The little lares kept their vigils round j 
The fawning cats compaflionate his cafe. 
And purr around, and gently lick his face : 

To all his plaints the deeping curs reply, 
And with hoarfe fnorings imitate a figh. 
Such gloomy fcenes with lovers' minds agree. 
And folitude to them is bell fociety. 

Could I (he cry'd) exprcfs, how bright a grace 
Adorns thy moniing hands, and well-wafti'd face j 
THiou wouldft, Colemira, grant what I implore. 
And yield me love, or wa(h thy face no more. 
**■ Ah ! who can fee, and feeing not admire, 
"Whene'er (he fets the pot upon the fire ! 
Her hands out-fliine the fire, and redder things j 
Her eyes are blacker tha^ the pots (he brings. 

But fure no chamber-damfel can compare. 
When in meridian luftre fliines my fair, 

M a When 
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When warmM with dinner's toil, in pearly rilU^ 
Adswn her goodly cheek the fweat diftills. 

Oh ! how I long, how ardently defire. 
To view thofe rofy fingers ftrike the lyre ! 
For late, when bees to change their climes bcgan^ 
How did I fee them thrum the frying-pan I 

With her 1 I fliould not envy George his queen^ 
Though ihe in royal grandeur deck'd be feen : 
Whilft rags, Juft feverM from my fair-one's gown. 
In ru/Tet pomp and greafy pride hang down. 

Ah ! now it does ray drooping heart rejoice^ 
When in the hall I hear tliy mellow voice ! 
How would that voice exceed the village bell j 
Would that but fing, " I like thee pafling well »•• 

When from the heart Ae bade the pointers go, 
JIow foft ! how eafy did her accents flow ! 
«* Get out, ihe cry'd, when ftrangers come to fup, 
f' One ne'er can raife thofe fnoring devils up." 

Then, full of wrath, fhe kickM each lazy brute* 
Alas I I envy'd even that falute ; 
'Twas fure raifplac'd, — Shock faid, or feero*d to fay. 
He had as lief, I had the kick, as they. 

If ihe the myftic bellows tajce in hand. 
Who like the fair can that machine command ? 
.O may'il thou ne'er by Eolus be feen. 
For he wou'd fure deioand the^ for his c{ueen« 

But 
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Sut (hbuld the flame (his rougher aid refure> 
And only gentler medicines be of ufe ; 
With full-blown cheeks fhe ends the doubtful ftrife^ 
Foments the infant fiame^ and puffs it into life.- 

Such arts as thefe, exalt the drooping fire^ 
But in my breaft a fiercer flame infpirc : 
I burn I I burn ! O! give thy puffing o^er^ 
And fwell thy cheeks, and pout thy lips, no more t 

With all her haughty looks, the time IVe feen. 
When this proud damf^l has more humble been. 
When with nice airs fhe hoift the pan-cake round, . 
And dropt it, haplefs- fair i upon die ground. • » • ' 

Look, with wliat charming grace ! what winning tricks ! 
The artful charmer rubs the candlefticks ! 
So bright fhe makes the candleAicks fhe handles, 
Oft have I faid,— there were no need of candles. 

But thou my fair ! who never wouldfl aj^rove,> 
Or hear the tender flory of my love 5 
Or mind^ how burns my raging breafl,— ^ button— • 
Perhaps art drcEuning of—a breafl of mutton. 

Thus faid, and wept the fad defponding fwain, 
Kevealing to the fable walls his pain : 
But nymphs are free with thofe tliey fhould denyj 
To thofe, they love, more exquifitely coy ! 

Now chirping crickets xaife their tinkling voice, ">' 
The lambent flames in languid itreams arife, r 

A^d fmoke in azure folds evaporates and dies. 3 
M 3 The 
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The Rape of the T r a ?• 
A Ballad, 1737. 

^'Tp WAS in a land of learning, 

^ The mufe? favourite city, 
Such pranks of late 
Were play'd by a rat. 

As— tempt one to he wittjr* 
All in a college ftudy, 

Where books w«»c In great plenty j 
This rat would ^kvour 
More fenfe in an hour, 

Than I cou'd write— in twenty. 

Corporeal food, 'tis gianted, 

Serves vermin lefs refinM, Sir ; 
But this, a rat of tafte. 
All other rats lurpafs'd 5 

And he prey'd on tlie food of the mind, Sir j 

His brfeakfaft, half tlie morning, 

He conftantly attended j 
And when the bell rung 
For evening fong. 

His dinner fcarce was ended ! 

He fparM not ev'n heroics, 
On which we poets pride US3 

Aoa 
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And wouM make no more 
Of king Arthur's *, by the fcore,- 
Than all the world befide does. 

In books of geo-graphy, 

He made the maps to flutters 
A river or a fca 
Was to him a difli of tea ; 

And a kingdom, bread aiid butter. • 

But if fome mawkiih potion 

Might chance to over-dofe him,.* 
To check its rage. 
He took a page 

Of logic— to compofe him-— ^- 

A trap, in hafte and anger. 

Was bought, you need not doubt on't;; 
And, fuch was tlie gin. 
Where a lion once got in, - 

He could not, I think, get out on't. 

With cheefe, not books, 'twas baited, 

The faa IHl'iiot belye it- 
Si nee none— I'll tell you that— 
Whether fcholar or rat* 

Mind book-s^ when he has other diet, - 
But more of trap and- bait, Sfir, 

Why fhould I fing, or either? 

M 4. Since 

^ By Blackniore* 
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Since the rat, who knew the flighty 
Came m the dead of night» 

And dragg'd them away together ; 
Both trap and bait were vaniih'd, 

Through a frafture in the flooring j 
Which, though fo trim 
It now may feem, 

Had then-'^ dozen or more in. 
Then anfwer this, ye fages ! 

Nor deem a man to wrong ye. 
Had the rat which thus did feize on 
The trap, lefs claim to reafon, 

Than many a fcull among ye ? 
Dan Prior's mice, I own it, 

Were vcnnin of condition 5 
But this rat who merely learn 'd 
What rats alone concem'd. 

Was the greater politician. 

That England 's topfy-turvy. 

Is clear from thefe mifhaps, SIr| 
Since traps we may determine. 
Will no longer take our vermin. 

But vermin * take our traps. Sin 
IiCt ibphs, by rats infefted» 

Then truft in cats to catch ^m | 

Left 
• Written at4he time of the ^aniih depxYOations. 
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Left they grow ae Icarn'd as we> 

In our ftudics j where, d' ye fee^ 

No moital fits to watch 'em« 

Good luck betide our captains $ 

Good luck betide our cats. Ski 
And grant that the one 
May quell the Spanifli I>a% 

And the other deftroy our ratSj Sir. 

On certain PASTORALS. 

^ O rude and tunelefs are thy lays, 
*^ The weary audience vow, 
"*Tis not th' Arcadian fwain that fings. 
But 'tis his herds that low. 



On Mr.C of Kidderminster's Poctryv 

THY verfcs, friend, are Kidderminfter * ftufF^ 
And I nuift own you*vc meafur'd out enouglu 



To the VIRTUOSOS, 

HAIL, curious wights ! to whom fo fair 
The form of mortal flies is ! 
Who deem thofe grubs beyond compare. 

Which common fenfe defpifes. 

Whether 

* Famous f oi* a coarife woollen manufa£h]re* 
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Whether o*er hill^ morafs, or mound. 

You make your fportfman fallies ; 
Or that your prey in gardens found 

Is urgM through walks and alleys. 

Yet, in the fury of tlie chace. 

No ilope could e''er retard you $ 
Bleft if one fly repay the race, 

Or painted wings reward you. 

Fierce as Camilla o>r the plain 

Purfued the glittering flranger j 
Still ey*d the purple's pleafmg ftain. 

And knew not fear nor danger. 

'Tis you difpenfe the favourite meat 

To nature's filmy people j 
Know what conferves they chufe to cat, 

And what liqueurs to tipple. 

And if her brood of infers dies. 

You fage a^iftance lend her j 
Can ftoop to pimp for amorous flies, 

And help them to engender. 

*Tis you proteft their pregnant hour ; 

And when the birth 's at hand, 
Exeiting your obftetric power, 

Prevent a mothlefs land. 

Yet oh ! howe'er your towej-ing view 

Above grofs objc6ls rifes. 
Whatever reflnements you purfuc, 

Hear, what a friend adviles : .A ft icoJt 
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A friend, who, weighed with yours, muft prize 

Domitian^s idle paiHon ; 
That wrought the death of teazing flics. 

But ne'er their propagation. 
Let Flavians eyes more deeply warm, 

Nor thus your hearts determine. 
To (light dame nature's faireft form 

And figh for nature's vermin. 
And fpeak with fome refpeil of beaux. 

Nor more as triflers treat 'em ; 
'Tis better learn to fave one"*s cloaths. 

Than cherifh moths, that eat 'em. 

The Extent of COOKERY. 

« Aliufque et idem." 

'VXT HEN Tom to Cambridge firft was fent, 

_ A plain brown bob he wore ; 
Read much, and look'd as though he meant 

To be a fop no more. 

See him to Lincoln's Inn repair. 

His refolution flag 5 
He cherifhes a length of hair. 

And tucks it in a bag. 
Nor Coke nor Salkeld he regards, 

But gets into the houfe', 

And foon a judge's rank rewards 

His pliant votes and bows. 

Adieu 
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Adieu, yc bobs ! y^ bags, give place • 

Full bottoms come inftead I 
Good Lord ! to fee the various ways 

Of drefling^— a calve"" s head I 



The P R OGRESS of ADVICE. 

A Common C a^s b. 

** Suade, nam certum eft." 

C" AYS Richard to Thomas (and feem'd half afraid) 
*^ « I am thinking to marry thy miftrefs's maid ; 
Now, becaufe Mrs. Lucy to thee is well known, 
I will do 't if thou bidft me, or let it alone. 

Nay don't make a jeft on't 5 'tis no jeft to me 5 
For 'faith I'm in earneft, fo pr'ythee be, free. 
I have no fault to find with the girl fince I knew her,- 
But I'd have thy advice, ere I tyc myfelf to her.'' 

Said Thomas to Richard," To fpeak my opinion. 
There is not iuch a bitch in king George's dominion, 
And I firmly believe, if thou knew'ft her as I do. 
Thou wouldft chufe out a whipping-poft, firft to be ty'd to. 

She'« peevifli, (he's thievifli, (he's ugly, (he's old. 
And a liar, and a fool, and a (lut, and a fcold.** 
Next day Richard haften'd to church and was wed, 
And ere night had inform 'd her what Thomas had fifJ. 

A BAi- 
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A BALLAD. 
" Trahit fua quemqu* .volmptas.'* 
T?ROM Lincoln to London rode forth our young fquire, 
-*- To bringdown a wife, whom the fwains might admire s 
But, in fpite of whatever the mortal could fay. 
The goddefs obje6led tlie length of the way ! 

To give up the opera, the park, and the ball. 

For to view the ftag's horns in an old country-hall ; 

To have neither China nor India to fee ! 

Nor a laceman to plague in a morning—not flic ! 

To forfake the dear play- houfe, Quin, Garrick, and Clivc, 

Who by dint of mere humour had- kept her alive j 

To forego the full box for his lonefome abode, 

O heavens ! (he ihould faint, (he fhould die on the road; 

To forego the gay faihions and geftures of France, 
And leave dear Augufte in the midft of the dance. 
And Harlequin too!— ^twas in vain to require it ; 
And Ihe wonderM liow folks had the face to defire it. 

She might yield to refign the fweet- fingers of Ruckliolt, 
Where the citizen-rhatron feduces her cuckold 5 
But Ranelagh foon would her footfteps recall, 
And the mufic, the lamps, and the glare of Vauxhall. 
To be fure flie could breathe no where elfe but in town. 
Thus (he talk'd like a wit, and he lock'd like a clown $ 
But the while honefl: Harry clefpair'd to fuccecd, 
A coach with a coronet trailed her to Tweed. 

SLEN- 



X74. S HEN STONE'S POEMS. 

SLENDER's Ghoft. Vide Shakespear. 

T> E N E AT H a church-yard yew, 
•*-' Decay'd and worn with age, 
At dufk of eve methought !• fpyM 
. Poor Blender's ghoft, that whimpering crycd, 
O fweet, O fweet-Anne Page! 

Ye gentlH bards ! give ear! 

Who talk of amorous rage. 
Who fpoil the lily, rob the rofe. 
Come learn of me to weep your woes : 

O fweet, O fweet Anne Page ! 
Why (hould fuch laboured ftrains 

Your formal Mufe engage ? 
I never dreamt of flame or dart. 
That firM my breaft or pierc'd my heart. 

But fighM, O fweet Anne Page ! 
And you ! whofe love-fick minds 

No med'cine cap affuage ! 
jA.ccufe the leech's art no more, 
But learn of Slender to deplore ; 

O fweet, O fweet Anne Page ! 

And ye ! whofe fouls are held. 

Like linnets in a cage ! 
Who talk of fetters, links, and chains. 
Attend and imitate my ftrains ? 

O fweet, O fweet Anne Page I 

a An\ 
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And you who boaft or grieve. 
What horrid wars we wage ! 
Of wounds received from maiiy an eye ; 
Yet mean as I do, when I figh, 
•Ofweet, O fweet Anne Page ! 

Hence every fond conceit 

Of (hepherd or .of fage ; 
'Tis Slender^s voice, 'tis Slender's way 
ExprelTes all you have to fay, 

O, fweet, O fweet Anne Page ! 

The INVIDIOUS. Mart. 

/^•Fortune f if my prayer of old 

^^ Was ne'er felicitous for gold. 

With better grace thou may'ft allow 

My fuppliant wifti, that aiks it now. 

Yet think not ! goddefs ! I require it 

For the fame end your clowns defire it. 

In a well-made efFeftual (faring. 

Fain would I fee Lividio fwingl 

Hear him, from Tyburn's height haranguing. 

But fuch a cur 's not worth one's hanging. 

Give me, O goddefs ! ftore of pelf. 

And he will tye the knot himfelf. 



The 
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The Price. af an EQJLJIFAGE. 

*' Sei*vum fi potes, Ole, aon habere, 

•* Et regt-m jtotea, Ole, non baibere/* Mart. 

T A(k\I a friend amid ft the throng, 
-■■ VVhoie coach it was tliat trailM along s 
♦* The gilded coach there— don't ye mind f 
That witli the footmen ftuck behind.*' 

O Sir! fays he, v4iatl han't you feenitr 
*Tis Damon's coach v and Damon in it. 
"Tis odd, metliinks, you have forgot 
Your friend, your neighbour, and — what not ! 
Your old acc^uaintance Damon I — " True j 
But faith his eqoipage is new." 

** Blefs roe, iaid I^ \^ere can tt end } 
What madneis lias pofiefs'd my friend ? 
Four powder'd flaves, and thofe the talleft^ 
Their ftomachs doubtlefs not tlie fmalleft I 
Can Damon's revenue maintain 
In lace and food, fo large a train ? 
I know his land— each inch of ground-* 
'Tis not a mile to walk it round** 
If Damon's whole eJlate can bear 
To keep his kid and one^iorie chair» 
I own 'tis paft my comprehcnfion." 
Yes, Sir, but Damon hae a peafion-«» 

I Tlntt 
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Thus doei falfe ambition rule us. 
Thus pomp delude, and folly fool us } 
To keep a race of flickering knaves. 
He grows himfeif tlie worft of flaves. 



Hint from VOITURE, 

T £ T Sol his anniial journeys run, 

•" And when the radiant talk is done, 

Confefs, through all the Globe, 'twould pofc liim. 

To match the charms that Celia diews him. 

And iliould he boaft he once had feen 

As juft a form, as bright a mcin. 

Yet rauft it ftill for ever pofe him. 

To match— what Celia never (hews him- 

INSCRIPTION, 

To the memory 

Of A. L. Efquire, 

Juftice of the peace for this county ; 

Who, in the whole courfe of his pilgrimage 

Through a trifling ridiculous world. 

Maintaining his proper dignity, 

Notwithftanding the feoffs of ill-difpoled perfons. 

And wits of the age. 

That ridiculed his behaviour, 

Or cenfured his bi*eeding; 

N Fol-. 
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Following the dif^ates of nature. 
Defiling to eafe the afflifled, 
Eager to let the prifoners at liberty, 
' Witliout liaving for his end 
The noifc, or report fuch things generally cavfe 
in the world, 
(As he was feen to perform them of none) 
But the fole relief and happinefs. 
Of the party in diftrefs j 
Himfelf refting eafy, 
When he could render that fo ; 
, Not griping^ or pinching himfelf. 

To hoard np fuperfluities ; 
Not coveting to keep in hi« pofieflion 
What gives more difquietude, tlian pleaAirej 
But charitably diffufing it 
To all round about him : 
Making the moft foiTowful counteliance ' 
To fmile, 
In his prefence ; 
Always bellowing more than he was afked. 
Always imparting before he was defired j 
Not proceeding in this manner. 
Upon every trivial fuggeftion, 
But the moft mature, and folemn deliberation j 
With an incredible prefence and undauntednefs 
of mind ; 
With an inimitable gravity and oeconomy 
of face J 

BidUir; 
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Bidding loud defiance 
To politenefs and the fafluon^ 
Dared let a f— t. 

To a F R f E N D. 

ITTAVE you ne'er feen, my gentle fqmre, 
' •*' The huinonrs of your kitchen fire ? 

Says Ned to Sal, " I lead a fpade. 
Why don't ye play ?— the girl's afraid- 
Play fome thing— any thing— but play— > 
'Tis but to pafs the time away— 
Phoo— how (lie ftands— biting her nails— 
As though (he j)lay'd for half her vails— 
Sorting her cards, hagling and picking-* 
We play for nothing, do us, chicken?—* 
That card will do— 'blood never doubt ft. 
It *8 not worth while to think about it." 

Sal thought, and thought, and mifs'd her aim^ •' 
And Nctl, ne'er ftudying, won the game* 

Methinks, old friend, *tls wondrous true. 
That verfe 1^ T>ut a game at loo. 
While many a bard, that Khews fo clearly 
He writes for his amufement merely. 
Is known to ftudy, fret, and toil ; 
And play for nothing, all the while: 
Or praife at moftj for wreaths of yore 
JNe'er fignify'd a farthing more ; 

N % Till 
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- .Tilly having mainly toiW to gain it. 
He feiBs your flying pen obtain it. 

Through fragrant fcenes the trifier roves. 
And hallow'd haunts that Phoebus loves : 
Where with toinge heats his bofom glo\*rs. 
And myftic flames the God bcftows. 
You now none other flame require, 
Than a good blazing parlour fire ; 
Write verfes— to defy the fcoraers. 
In (hit-houfes and chimney-corners. 

Sal found her deep-laid fchemes were va^a--- 
The cards ai-e cut— come deal again-r- 
No good comes on it when one lingers—- 
I'll play the cards come next my fingers-— 
Fortune could never letNed.loo.her, 
When Jhe had left it wholly to her. 

Well, now who wins ?— why, ftill the famcTr* 
Fpr Sal has loft another game. 

" Tve done) (/he mutter'ct) I was faying. 
It did not argufy my playing. 
Some folks will win, they cannot chufe, 
J5ut think or not tliink— fome muft lofe. 
I may have won a game or fo— r 
But tlien it was an age ago— 
It ne'er will be my lot again— 
I won it of a baby then- 
Give me an ace of trumps and fee, 
Our Ned will beat me with a three. _ 
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Tis all by luck that things are carryM— 
He'll fufier for it, when he 's inarry*d," 

Thus Sal, with tears in either eye ; 
While viftor Ned fat tittering by. 

Thus I, long envying your Aiccefs^ 
And bent to write and ftudy lefs. 
Sate down, and fcribbled in a trice, 
Juft what you fee--and you defpife. 

You, who can frame a tuneful fong^ 
And hum it as you ride along 5 
And, trotting on the king's high-way, 
Snatch from the hedge a fprig of bay ; 
Accept this verle, howe'er it floWs, 
From one that is your friend in profe. 

What is this vvreath, fo green ! fo fail'! 
Which many wifh, and few muft wear ? 
Which fome men's indolence can gain. 
And feme men's vigils ne'er obtain P 
For what muft Sal or poet fue. 
Ere tliey engage with Ned or you ? 
For luck in verfe, for luck at loo ? 

Ab no ! 'tis genius gives you fame. 
And Ned, through (kill, fecures the game. 
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The POET and the DUN. 1741. 

*< Thcfe are meflTcngers 
•« That feelingly perfuade mc what lam." Shakfsp. 

COMES a dvn in the morning and raps at my dooi^ 
" I made bold to call— 'tis a twelvemonth and more— 
Tm forry, believe, me, to tro^le yoti thus. Sir,— 
Sut Job would be paid. Sir, had Job been a mercer/* 
My friend have but patience—" Ay thefe ai-e your way$." 
1 have got but one billing to ferve me two days— 
But Sir— pr'ythee take it, and tell your attorney, 
If I han't paid your bill, I have paid for your joume)-. 
Well, now thou art gone, let me govern my pafTiGn, 
And calmly confidei^— confider ? vexation ! 
What whore that muft paint, and muilputon fairclocK<, 
And counterfeit Jdy in the pangs' of the pox ! 
What beggar's wife's nephew,now ftai-v'dyand now beater , 

Who, wanting to eat, fears liimfelf fliall be eaten ! 

What porter, what tumfpit, can deem his cafe hard ! 

Qr what dun boaft of patience tliat thinks of a bard < 

Welly I'll lekve this poor trade, for no trade can be pocre;. 

Turn fhoe-boy, or courtier, or pimp, or procurer; 

Get love, and refpe^i and good living, aud |^lf. 

And dun^ine poor dog of a poet myielf. 

One'r credit, however, of courfe will grow better; 

liere enters the footman, and brings me a letter. 
«« Dear Sirl I receiv'd your obliging epiftle. 

Your fam« ii fccure— .bid the crities go whittle. 

lr^4 
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I read over with wonder the poem you fent me ; 
And I muft fpeak. your praifes, no foul ihallpreventjne. 
The audience, believe me, cry'd out every line 
Was ftrong, was afie^ing> was juft, was divine j 
All pregnant, as gold is, with worth, weight> and beauty^ 
And to hide fuch a genius wa.&-»far from your duty* 
I forefee that the court will be hugely delighted : 
Sir Richai'd, for much a lefs genius, was knighted. 
Adieu, my good fripnd, and for high life prepaie yej 
i could fay much more, but J-ou're modeft, I fpare ye.'* 
Quite firM with the flattery, I call for my paper. 
And wafte that, and health, and my time, and my taper :' 
I fcribble till morii, when, with wrath no fmall ftore. 
Comes my old fnend the mercer, and raps at my ddor^ 
" Ah ! friend, 'tis but idle to make fuch a pother. 
Fate, fate has ordain'd us, to plague one another.*^ 

* Written at an Inn at Henley. 

TO thee, fair freedom ! I retire 
From flattery, cards, and dice, and din ; 
Nor art tliou found in manftons higher 
Than the low icott, or humble inn» 

""Tis hero with boundlefs powir I i^ign i 

And every health which I beghi, 
Converts dull port to bright champaigne f 

Such fi-eedom crowns it, at an inn. 

N 4. I fly 
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I fly from pomp, t fly from plate ! 

I fly from falehood^s fpecious grin t 
Freedom I love, and form I hate, 

And chufe my lodgings at an inn. 
Here, waiter ! take my fordid ore, 

Which lacqueys elfe might hope to win 5 
.It buys, what courts have not in (lore ; 

It buys me freedom at an inn. 
Whoe'er has traverd lift's dull round» 

Where'er his ilages may have been, | 

May figh to think he ftill has found I 

The warmeft welcome, at an inn, , 



A SIMILE. 

"IT 7 HAT village but has fometime feeH 

^^ The clumfy fliape, $he frightful meJRy 

Tremendous claws, and fliagged hair. 

Of that grim brute yclept a bear? 

He from his dam, the learn'd agree. 

Received the curious form you fee $ 

Who, with her plaftic tongue alone. 

Produced a vifage— like her own— 

And thus they hint, in myftic faihion. 

The powerful force of education * — 

Perhaps yon crowd of fwains is viewing 

E'en now, the ftrange exploits of Bruin i 

Who 

* Of a fond jnatron's education. 
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Who play» liiff antics, roars aloud ; 
The wonder of a gaping crowd t 

So have I known an aukward lad> 
Whofe birth has made a parifli glad. 
Forbid, for fear of fenfe, to roam. 
And taught by kind mamma at home ; 
Who gives him many a well-try'd rule. 
With ways and means— to play the fool. 
In fenfe the fame, in ftatMre higher. 
He fliines, ere long, a rural fquire. 
Pours forth un witty j^okes, and fwears, 
And bawls, and drinks, but chiefly liares : 
His tenants of fuperior fenfe 
Carouze, and laugh, at his expence j 
And deem the paftimc I 'm relating. 
To be as pleaiant^ as bear-baiting. 



The CHARMS of PRECEDENCE. 

A TALE. 

** Q IR, will you pleafe to walk before ?'' 

*^ —-No, pray Sir— ybu are next the door. 
— V Upon mine honour, I '11 not ftir— '* 
Sir, I 'm at home, connder^ Sir— 
** Excufc me, Sir, I Ul not go firft.'* 
Well, if I muft be rude, I muft— 
But yet I wifli I could evade it— . 
*Ti« ftrangely clownifti, be perfuaded— 

Go 
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Go forward^ ciu ! go forward, fquires 1 

Nor fcruple each, what each admires. 

Life fquarcs not, friends, with your proceeding} 

It flies, whrle you difplay your breeding ; 

Such breeding as one'^is granam preaches. 

Or fome old dancing-raafter teaches. 

O for fome rude tumultuous fellow. 

Half crazy, or, at Icaft, half mellow, 

To come behind you unawares. 

And fairly pu(h you both down ftairs l 

But death 's at hand— let me advife ye, 

Go forward, friends ! or he *11 furprize ye, 

Befides, how infmcere you are ! 
Do ye not flatter, lye, forfwear. 
And daily cheat, and weekly pray, 
And all for this— to lead the way ? 

Such is my theme, wliich means to prove. 
That though we drink, or game, or love. 
As that or this is moft in f afliion. 
Precedence is our ruling paflion. 

When coUege-ftttdents take degrees, 
And pay the beadle's endlefs fees. 
What moves that fcientific body. 
But the firft cutting at a gawdy ? 
And whence fuch Ihoals, in bare condition (^ 
That ftarve and knguiih a* phyficiani. 
Content to trudge the ftrects, and ftare at 
The fat apothecary's chariot ? 
But that) in Chariot's chamber (fee 
Moliere'f '* Medicin malgre Ivi*') 

4- 1^ 
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The leach, howe'er his fortunes vary^ 
Still walks before th* apothecary. 

Flavia in vain has wit and charmsy 
And all that (hlnei, and all that warms f 
In vain all human race adore licr. 
For— Lady Mary ranks, before her. 

O Celia, gentle Celia ! tell usj 
You who ai-e neitlier vain nor jealous I 
The fofteft breaft, tlie Qiildeft mien ! 
Would you not feel fome little fpleen. 
Nor bite your lip, nor furl your brow. 
If Florimel, your equal now, 
Should, one day, gain^ precedence of ye ?' 
Firft ferv'd— though in a dilh of coffee ? 
Plac'd firft, although, where you are found,. 

You. g»n the eyes of all around i 

Nani'd firft, though not with half the fame. 

That, waits my charming Celiacs name ? 
Hard fortune ! barely to infpire 

Our fix'd eftcem, and fond defire! 

Barely, where'er you go, to prove 

The fource of univerfal love t— 

Yet be content, obferving this. 

Honour *s the offspring of caprice : 

And worth, howe'er you have purfued it. 

Has now no power— but to exclude it* 

You *11 find your general reputation 

A kind of fupplemental ftatioa. 

Poor Swift, with all his worth, could ne'er. 

He tells us, hope to rife a Peer j 

So, 
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S09 to fupply it> wrote for fame : 

And well the wit fecurM his aim. 

A common patriot ha$ a drift. 

Not quite fo innocent as Swift : 

In Britain's caufe he rants, he labours ; 

*< He ^s honeft, faidi^*«»have patience, neighbours, 

For patriots may (bmetimes deceive. 

May beg their friends^ reluAant leave. 

To (erve them in a higher fphere ; 

And drop their virtue, to get there.— 

As Lucian tells us, in his fa/hion. 
How fouls put off each eartlily paffion. 
Ere on Eilyiium's flowery flrand 
Old Cl^aron fufierM them to land i 
So ere we meet a court^s careifes. 
No doubt our fouls mufl change their ditifes t 
And ibuls there be, who, bound that way. 
Attire themfeives ten times a day. 

If then 'tis i-ank which all men covet, 
And faints alike and finners love it $ 
If place, for wliich our courtiers throng 
So thick, that few can get along ; 
For which fuch fervile toils arc feen, 
Who 's happier than a king ?~a queen. 

Howe'er men aim at elevation, 
*Tis properly a female paflion : 
Women, and beaux, beyond all meafure 
Are charmM with rank's extatic pleafure. 

Sir, if yoiy drift I rightly fcan. 

You 'd hint a beau was not a man : 

Say, 
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Say, .women. then are^fond of places ^ 
I wave all difputable cafes. 
A man perhaps would fomething linger^ 
Were his lov'd rank to coft— a finger $ 
Or were an car or toe the price on 't, 
He might deliberate once or twice on 't j 
Perhaps afk Gataker*s advice on 't. 
And many, as their frame grows old, 
Would hardly purchafe it with gold. 
But women wifh precedence ever j 
'Tis their whole life's fypreme endeavour ; 
It fires their youth with jealous rage, 
And ftrongly animates their age. 
l^erhaps-they would nbt feU out-right. 
Or maim alimb-r^hat was .in fight ; 
Yet on worfe terms they fon^etimes chufc it j 
Plor ev'n in puniihments refufe It. 
Pre 7 eminence in pain, you cry ! 
All fierce and pregnant with reply. 
But lend your patience, and your ear. 
An argument fliall make it clear. 
But hold, an argument may fail, 
Befide my title fays, a tale. 

Where Avon rolls her winding ftream, 
Avon, the Mufes* favourite theme ! 
Avon, that fills the farmers^ purfes« 
And decks with flowers bo^ farms and verfes,^ 
She vifits many a fertile vale—- 
Such waa the fcene of tliis my ule. 

For 
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-For 'tis in Evefliam's vale, or near it. 
That folks with laughter tell and lieax* it. 

The foil with annual plenty blefl 
, Was by young Corydon j>oireft. 
Mis youth alone I lay before yo, 
; As moft material to my ftory : 

For ftrengthand vigour too, he had them. 
And 'twere not much amifs, to add them. 

Thrice happy lout ! wliofe wide domain 
Now green with grafs, now gilt with grain. 
In ruflfet robes of clover deep, 
Or thinly vcilM, and white with fheep 5 
Now fragrant with the beanos perfume. 
Now purpled with the pulfe's bloom. 
Might well with bright allufion ftore me ; 
— Bfit liappier bards have been before me ! 

Amongil the various year's increafe,- 
The ftrippling own'd a field of peafc ; 
Which, when at night he ceas*d his labours. 
Were haunted by Ibme female neighbours. 
Each morn difcover'd to his fjght 
The ihameful havock of the night : 
Traces of this they left behind thein# 
But no inftru£tions where to find them* 
The Devil's works are plain and evil, 
But few or none have feen the Devil. 
Old Noll, indeed, if we may credit 
The words of Echard, who has faid it, 
Contriv'd with Satan how to fool us 4 
And bargain'd face to face to rule us 4 
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But t^ien old Noll was one in ten. 

And fought him more than other men. 

Our ftiepherd too, with like attention, 

May meet the female fiends we mention. 

He rofe one morn at break of day. 

And near the field in ambufti lay : 

When lo ! a brace of girls appears. 

The third, a matron much in years. 

Smiling, amidft the peafe, the iinners 

Sate down to cull their future dinners ; 

And, caring little who miglit own them, 

Made free as though themfelves had fown them. 

""Tis worth a fage's obfervation 
How love can make a jeft of padion. 
Anger had forcM the Twain from bed. 
His early dues to love unpaid ^ 
And love, a god that keeps a pother. 
And will be paid one time or other. 
Now banifhM anger out of door ; 
And claimM tlie debt withheld before. 
If anger bid our youth revile. 
Love form'd Im features to a fmiie : 
And knowing well 'twas all grimace. 
To threaten with a fmiling face. 
He in few words exprefs''d his mind— 
And none would deem them much unkind. 

The amorous youth, for their offence^ 
Remanded inftant recompence : 

That 
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That recompence from each, 'whicU (hame 
Forbids a bafliful Mufe to name. 
Yet, more this (entence to difcover, 
^Twas what Bet * * grants her lover. 
When he, to make the ftrumpet willing. 
Has fpent his fortune— to a fhllling. 

Each ftood a whi^le, as 'twere fufpendcd. 
And loth to do, what— each intended. 

At length, with foft pathetic fighs. 
The mation, bent with age, replies 

'Tis vain to ftrive— juftice, I know. 
And our ill ftars, will have it (o — 
But let my tears your wrath aiTuage, 
And fliew fome deference for age ! 
I. from a diftant village came. 
Am old, God. knows, and fomcthing lame j 
And if we yield, as yield we muft, 
J>ifpatch my crazy body firft. 

Our ftiepherd, like the Phrygian fwain, « 
When circled round on Ida's plain, 
Witli goddeffes he ftood fufpended, 
And Pallas's grave fpeech was ended, 
jOwn'd what (he aflc'd might be his duty j 
jBut paid the complimeut te beauty. 
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ODE to be performed by Dr. Brettle^ and a 
Chorus of Hales-owen Citiz£n&. 

The Inftrumcntal Part, a Viol d* Amour. 
AIR by tlie D o c T o R. 

AWAKE! I fay, awake good people I 
And be for once alive and gay 5 
Come let 's be merry ; ftir the tipple 5 

How can you flscp, 
WWlft I do play ? how can you fleep, &c. 
CHORUS of Citizens. 
Pardon, O! pardon, great miifician ! 

On drowfy fouls Ibnie pity take ! 
For vrondrous hard is our condition^ 
To drink thy beer, 
Thy drains to hear ; 
To drink. 

To hear, « 

And keep awakg I 

SOLO by the Doctor. 

Hear but this ftrain — 'twas made by- Handel, 
JV wight of fkill, and judgment deep 1 

Zoonters they 're gone— Sal, bring a candle- 
No, here is one, and he ^s adeep. 

D U E T T E. 
Dr..— How could they go soft mufic. 

Whilft I do play ? 
Sal.— How could they go ! warlike mufic. 

How (hould they ftay ? 

O CUPID 
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CUPID AND PLUTUS. 

TT7HEN Celia, Love's eternal foe, 
^ ^ To nch old Gomez firft was marryM^j 
And angry Cupid came to know. 

His ftiafts had err*d, hrs bow mifcarry'd i 

He fighM, he wept, he hung his head. 

On. the cold ground, full fad, he laid him^ 
When Plutus, tliere by fortune led, 

In this defponding plight furvey'd him. 
And fure, he cry'd, you '11 own at laft 

Your boafted power by mine exceeded.: 
Say, wretched boy, now all is paft. 

How little (he your efforts heeded. 
If with fuccefs you would afTail, 

Gild, Youngder, doubly gild your arrows-s 
Little the featlier'd (hafts avail. 

Though wing'dirom Mamma's doves and fytur* 
rows. 
What though each reed, each arrow grew. 

Where Venus bath'd herfelf ; depend on 't^ 
*Twere more for ufc, for beauty too, 

A diamond fpaikled at the end on 't. 
Peace, Plutus, peace!— -the boy reply'dj 

Were not my arts by your's infcftedj 
J could each other power deride, 
And rule this circle^ unmokfted* 

See 
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See yonder |>air ! no worldly views 

In Chloc's generous bi*eaft refidcd ; 
Love bade h«r the fpnice valet cliufe, 

And fhe by potent love was guided. 
. J'or this I flie quits her golden dreams, 

In her gilt coach no more (he ranges : 
.And her rich crimfon, bright with geras, 

For cheeks unpearrd with tears, fee changes. 
Though fordid jCelia own'd your.power, ^ 

Think not fo monftrous my difgrace U4 
You gainM this nymph— that very houc 

. I gaiaM a £core in diffiereat plates* 

EPILOGUE to the Tragedy of Cl«o Nr: 

' E L L, ladies -rfo much for the tragic ftile— 
And now the-cuftom is to make you imik^ 
To make us fmile !— methinks^I hear you fay— 
Why, who can help it, at fo ftrange a play ? 
The Captain gone three years '.—and then to blame 
The faultlefs conduft of his yh-tuous dame 1 
JVIy ftar^ '.—what gentle belk would think it yeafon. 
When tlius provok'd, to give the bruteibrac reaibn? 
Out of my houfe '.—this night, forfooth dqpart • 
A modern wife had faid--*< With aUmy heart- 
But think not, haughty Sir, I '11 go alone '. 
Order your coach— conduft me fafe to town— 
Oive me my jewels, wardrobe, and my maid— 
And pray take care 4ny pin-money be paid/' 
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Such is the language of each modifh fair ; 
Yet memoirs, not of modern growth, declare 
The time has been when modefty and truth 
Were deem'd additions to the charms of youth : 
When women hid their necks, and vcilM their faces. 
Nor romp'd, nor rak'd, nor ftarM at public places. 
Nor took the airs of Amazons for grates t 
'fhen plain domeftic virtues were the mode. 
And wives ne'er dreamt of happtnefs abroad ; 
They lovM their children, learnt no flaunting airs, 
But with the joys of wedlock mixt the cares. • 
Thofe times^ are pail— yet fure they merit praiie. 
For marriage triumphM in thofe golden days : 
By chafte decopni they affeftion gainM ; , 
By faith and fondnefs what they won, maintained. 
'Tis yours, ye fair, ta b^ipg thole dayt ^^^n, . 
Ax)d form anew the hearts of tJioughtlefs men j ' f 
Make beauty's luftre amiable as bright. 
And give the foul, as well as fenfe, delight ^ 
Keclaim from folly a fantaftic age, 
That fcorns the prefs, the pulpit, and the ftage. 
Let truth and tendemefs your breafts adorn. 
The marriage chain with tranfport ihall be womj 
Each blooming virgin raised into a bride 
Slwll double all their joys, their cares divide $ 
Alleviate grief, compofe the jars of ftrife. 
And pour the balm that fweetens human life. 

MORAL 
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MORAL PIECES- 

The JUDGMENT 45f HERCULES. 

WHILE blooming fpring defcends-frora genial (kie«. 
By whofe mild influence inftant wonders rife 5 
.From whofe foft breath Elyfian beauties flow; 
The fweets of Hagley, or the pride of Stowe j 
"Will Lyttelton the rural landfkip rauge^ 
Leave noify fame, and not regret the change ? , 

PleasM will he tread the garden's early fcenes. 
And learn a moral from the riling greens ? 
There, warm'd alike by Sol's enlivening power. 
The weed, afpiring, emulates the flower : 
The drooping flower, its fairer charms difplayM, 
Invites, from grateful hands, their generous aid : 
Soon, if none check th' invalive foe's deiigns. 
The 'lively lullre cf thefe fcenes declines ! 

'Tis thus, the fpring of youth, the morn <rf" life, 
J?.ears in our minds the rival feeds of ftrife. ' 

Then p^flion riots, reafon then contends ; 
And, on the conqucfl, e\'ery blifs depends : 
Life, from tlie nice decifion, takes its hue : 
Ami fcle'ft thofe judges wiio decide Kke you ! 
On worth like theirs fiinll every blifs attend : 
"Xiie world their favourite, and the world their frIo»ic|. 

o 3 aiitiic 
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There are, who, blind to th«ught*s fatiguing ra)V 
As fortune gives examples, urge their way : 
Nor virtue's foes, though tliey her paths decline. 
And jGcarce her friends, though with her friends they join>. 
In her*s, or vice's cafual road advance 
Thoughtlefs, the fmners or the feints of chance I 
• Yet fonie more nobly fcorn the vulgar voice 5 
With judgment fix, with zeal purfue their choice. 
When ripcn'd thought, when, reafon born to reign. 
Checks the wild tumults of the youthful vein ; 
While paffion's lawlefs tides, at their command. 
Glide through more ufeful trails, and blcfs the land. 

H?ppieft of theie Is he whofe matchlefs mind. 
By learning ftrengtlien'd, and by tafte refin'd. 
In virtue's eaufe eifay'd its earlicft powers y 
Chofe virtue's paths, and ftrew'd her paths with flowers. 
The firft alarm'd, i£ freedom waves her wings ;. 
The fitteft to adorn each art (he brings : 
Lov'd by that prince whom every virtue fires : 
Prais'd by that bard whom every Mufe inipires t 
Bleft in the tuneful art, the focial flame j 
In all that wins, in all that merits fame ! 

'Twas youth's perplexing ftage his doubts in{|>ir*d, 
When great Alcides to a grove retir'd. 
Through the lone windings of a devious glade» 
Refign'd to thought, with lingering fteps he ftray'd} 
Bleft with a mind to taile fmcerer joys : 
Arm'^ witli a heart each falfe one to defpife, 
Pubiovs- he ftray'd, with wavering thoughts pofiefl, 
Altematt paflioiu ftrug^Iing (har'd his breaft | 

4 The 
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Tht various arts which human cares divide, 

111 deep atttention all his mind employ'd : 

Anxious, if fame an equal blifs fecur'd ; 

Or filent eafe with fofter charms allurM. 

The fylvan choir, whofe numbers fweetly flow'd. 

The fount that murmured, and the flowers thatblow'd j 

The fllver flood that in meanders l^d 

His glittering flarearas along th' enlivened mead ; 

The foothing breeze, and all thofc beauties join'd,. 

Which, whilft tliey pleafe, effeminate the mind. 

In vain ! while diftant, on a fummit rais'd, 

Th' imperial towers of fame attra6live blaz'd. 

While thus- he traced through fancy's puzzling maze 
The feparate fweets of pleafure and of praife ; 
Sudden the wind a fragrant gale conveyed. 
And a new lufl:re gain'd upon the fhade. 
At once, before his wondering eyes were feen 
Two female forms, of more than mortal mien. 
Various their charms j. and in their drefs and face^ 
Bach (eem'd to vie witli fome peculiar grace. 
This, whofe attire lefs cloggM with art appeared. 
The fimple fweets of innocence endear'd. 
Her fprightly bloom, her quick fagacious eye, 
ShcwM native merit, mix'd with modefty.. 
Her air difiii^'d a mild yet aweful ray. 
Severely fweety and innocently gay. 
Such the chafte image of the martial maid. 
In artlefs folds of virgin white ajpray'd ! 
She let no borrowed rofe her checks adorn. 
Her blulhJng cheeks, that (ham'd tlie purple mom. 

O 4. Her 
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Her chsUms nor had, nor wanted artful foils^ 

Or ftudy'd gcftures, or wcll-pra£lisM fmilcs. 

She fcomM the toys which render beauty lefs : 

^he proved tV engaging chaftity of drefs ; 

And while fhe chofe in native charms to ihine, 

Ev'n thus fhe feem'd, nay more than feem'd, divine. 

One modcft emerald clafpM the robe ihe wore. 

And, in her hand> th^ imperial fword /he bore. 

Sublime her height, majeftic was her pace, 

And matched the awful honours of her face. 

The (hrubs, the flowers, tliat decked the verdant ground, 

Secm'd, where ftie trod, with riling luftre crownM. 

Still her approach with Wronger influence warmM ; 

She pleas'd, whilediftant; but, when near, (he charmed. 

So ftrikes the gazer^s eye, the filver gleam 

That glittering quivers o'er a diftant ftrcajn « 

But from its banks we fee new beauties rife. 

And, in its cryftal bolbm, trace the (kics. 

With other charms the rival vifion glowM | 
And from her drefs her tinfel beauties flowM. 
A fluttering robe her pamperM (hapc conceard. 
And iecm'd to (hade the charms it bcft reveard. 
Its form, contrived her faulty ilze to grace j 
Its hue, to give frefli luftre to her face. 
Her plaited hatr difguisM with brilliants glar'd 5 
Her checks the rubyH neighbouring luftre ftiar'd ^ 
The gawdy topaz lent its gay fupplics. 
And every gem that ftrikes lefs curious eyes ; 
TCxposM hci; brcaft with foreign fweets perfum'd ; 
Anci, Yowml Wr brow, a rofcatc garland bloom' J - 

I '• Soft 
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Boft fmiling, bluihing lips concealed her wiles ; 
Yet, ah! the bluflies artful as the fmiles. 
Oft*ga2ing on her Ihade, th' eni*aptur'd fair 
Decreed the fubftancc well defervM her care : 
Her thoughts, to others charms malignly blind^ 
Centered in that, and were to that confined j 
And if on others eyes a glance were thrown^ 
^Twas but to watch the influence of her own. 
Much like her guardian, fair Cythera^s queen^ 
'When for her warrior flie refines her mein ; 
Or wlien, to blefs her Delian favourite's arms^ 
Xhe radiant fair invigorates her charms. 
Much like her pupil, Egypt's fportive dame, 
Jier drefs expreilive, and her air the fame, 
When her gay bark o'er filver Cydnos roll'd. 
And all th' emblazon'd ih-eamers wavM in gold* 
5uch fhone tbe vifion ; nor forbore to move 
The fond contagious airs of lawlefs love. 
JCach wanton eye deluding glances fii-'d. 
And amorous dimples on each cheek confpir^d* 
Lifelefs her gait, and flow, with feeming pain. 
She dragg'd her loitering limbs along the plain ; 
Yet made fome faint efforts, and firft approacli'd th» 

Iwain. 

So glaring draughts, with taudry luftre bright, 
Spring to the view, and ruih upon the fight ; 
More flowly charms a Raphael's chafter air, 
Waits the calm fearcli, and pays the fearcber'S care. 
Wrap'd in a pleas'd fufpence, the -youth furvey*d 

Tire various charms of each atti-aftive maid : 

JUternaae 
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Alternate each he view'd, and each admir'd, 
And found) alternate, varying flames inipir'd. 
Quick o*er their fonn» his eyes with.pleafure ran^ 
When ihey who firft approached him, firft began. 

** Hither, dear boy, direft thy wandering eyes j, 
*Tis here the lovely vale of pleafure lies. 
J>ebate no more, to me thy life refign ; 
Each fweet which nature can diiFiiie is raine» 
For me the nymph diverfifies her power. 
Springs in a tree, or bloflbnis in a flower ; 
To plcafe my car, fhe tunes the linnef s fti*ainsf 
To pleafe my eye, with Iili«s paints the plains i. 
To form my couch, in mod^ beds fhe grows i- 
To gratify my fmell, peifumes the rofe 5 
Reveals the fair, the fertile fcenc you fee, 
And fwells the vegetable world, for me. 

Let the gull'd fool the toils of war purfue. 
Where bleed the many to enrich the few : 
Where chance from courage claims the boafted prize : 
Where, though (he give, your country oft denies. 
Induftriou s thou ihalt Cupid's wars maintain. 
And ever gently iight his foft campaign. 
His darts alone fhalt wield, his wounds endure. 
Yet only fuffbr, to enjoy the cure. 
Yield but to me— a choir of nymphs fliall rife. 
And Are thy breaft, and blefs thy ravifliM eyes. 
Their beauteous cheeks a fairer rofe fhall wear, 
A brighter lily on their necks appear j 

Wtet 
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Where fondly thou thy favoured head (halt reft^ 

Soft as the down that fwells the cygnet's neft I 

While Philomel in each fo£t voice complains^ 

And gently lulls thee with mellifluous ftrains : 

Whilft, with each accent, fweeteft odours flow|. 

And fpicy g\ims roundvcvery bofom glow. 

N6t the fam'd bird Arabian climes admire^ 

Shall in fuch luxury o£ fweets expire^ 

At iloth let war^s viflorious Tons exclaim ; 

In vain ! for pleafure i» my real- name;. 

Nor envy thou the head* with bays o'er-grown ^r 

No, feek thou rofes to adorn thy own : 

For well each opening fcone, that claims my carcjr 

Suits and deferves the beauteous erown I wear*^ 

Let others prune the vine j. the genial bowl 
Shall crown thy table, and enlarge thy foul- 
Let vulgar hands explore the brilliant mine^. 
So the gay produce glitter ftill on thine. 
Indulgent Bacchus loads his labouring tree. 
And, guarding, gives its cluftering fweets to mci 
For my lovM train^ Apollo's pierci-ng beam 
Darts through the paflTive glebe, and frames the genW- 
See in my cauf& confenting gods* employed, 
Nor (light thofe godsi their bleffings unenjoy'd I 
For thee the poplar fhall its- amber drain j. 
For thee, in clouded beauty, fpring the cane;. 
Some coftly tribute every clime fhall pay j 
Some charming treaiiire every wind convey ; 
£ach obje6^ round fome pleailng feene ihall yield ; 
Art built thy dome, while nature decks thy field | 
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Of Corinth's onier fliall the ftruaure rife ; 
The fpjnng turrets glitter througli the Ikies ; 
Thy coftly robe fliall glow with Tynan rays ; 
Thy vafe fliall fparkle, suid thy car fliall blaze; 
Yet thou, whatever pomp tlie fun difplay, 
Shalt own the amorous night exceeds the day. 

When ntclting flutes, and fweetly-ibunding lyres 
Wake the gay loves, and cite the young defires ; 
Or, in th' Ionian dance, ibme favourite maid 
Improves the flame her fparkling e)'es convey 'd j 
Think, canft thou quit a glowing Delia's anns» 
To feed on virtue's viflonary charms j 
Or flight the joys which wit and youth engage, 
Por the fiint honour of a frozen fage ? 
To And dull envy cv'n that hope deface, 
Axidf where you toilM for glory, reap diigrace ? 

O ! think that beauty waits on thy decree, 
And thy lov'd lovclieft charmer pleads with me. 
She, whofe foft fmilc;, or gentler glance to move^ 
You vowM the wild extremities of love ; 
In whole endearments years, like moments, flew; 
'Tor whofe endearments miirions feem'd too few; 
^hc, ihe implores J flie bidsthcc fclze the prime. 
And tread with ha- the flowery trafl of time ; 
Kor thus her lovely bloom of life beflow 
On fomc cold lover, or infulting foe. 
Think, if againft that tongue thou canft rebel, 
IVJKre love yet dwelt, and realba fccm*d to dwell ; 



MORAL PIECES. aor^ 

What ftrong perfuafion arms her fofter llghs ! 
What full conviflion fparkles in her eyes ! 

See nature fmilesy and birds falute the iliade^ 
Where breathing jalmin fcrecns the fleeping maid t 
And fuch her charms, as to the vain may prove, 
Ambitipn feeksmore humble joys than love i 
There bufy toil Ihall ne'er invade thy reign^ 
Nor fciences perplex thy labouring brain s 
Or none, but what with equal fweets invite ; 
Nor other arts, but to prolong delight : 
Sometimes ,tliy fancy prune her tender wing. 
To praife a pendant, or to grace a ring; 
Ta fix tlie drefs that fuits each vai*ying mien j 
To fhew where beft the cluftering gems are Icen $ 
To figh foft drains along the vocal grove. 
And tell the charms, the fweet effects of lore I 
Nor fear to find a coy difdainful Mufe ; 
Nor think the fifters will their aid refufe. 
Cool grots, and tinkling rills, «• filcnt (hades, 
Soft fcenes of leifure! fuit th* harmonious maids | 
And all the wife, and all the grave decret 
Some of that facred train ally'd to me. 

But if more fpecious eafe thy wiihes claim. 
And thy breaft glow with faint defire of fame. 
Some fofter fcience fhall thy thoughts amufe. 
And learning's name a folemn found difFufe : 
To thee all nature's curious (lores I'll bring. 
Explain the beauties of an inlet's wingj 

Th» 
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The plant, which nature, lefs difFufely kind, 
lias to few climes with partial care coufin'd j 
fThe^hcil ihe fcatters with more carelefs air, 
And, in lier frolics, ftems fupremely fair j 
The worth that dazzles in tjie tulip's ftains. 
Or lurks beneath a pebble's various veins. 

Sleep's downy god, avetfi to war's alarms, 
.'Shall o'er thy head diifufe his fofteft charms 5 
Ere anxious thought thy dear repofe aflail, 
•Or care, my moft tleftruftive foe, prevaiL 
The watery nymphs (hall tune tiie vocal vales* 
^Aad gentle zephyrs harmonize their gales. 
For thy repofe, inform, with rival joy. 
Their fh-eams to murmur, and their winds to figlu 
Thi* (halt thou fpend the fweetly-flowing Aay, 
Till loft in blifs thou breath'ft thy foul away ; 
Till (he t* Elyiian bowers of joy repair. 
Nor find my charming fcenes exceeded there.'* 

She ceas'd 5 and on a lily'd "bank TecHn'd, 
JHer flowing robe wav'd wanton with tlie wind i 
Oqe tender hand her drooping head fuftains j 
One points, expreflive, to the flowery plains. 

. Soon the fond youth perceived her influence roll^ 
JDeep in, his breafi, to.mek his manly foul: 
As when Favonius joins the foiar blaze. 
And each fair fabric of the froft decays. 

. Soon, to his breaft, the foft harangue convey'd 
Kefolves too partial to the fpecious maid. 

• He figh'd, he gaz'd, fo fweetly frailM the daoie $ 

^Yet, fighing, gazing, feem'd to fcom his flame. 
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•And, oft as virtue caught hia wandering eye, 
A crimfon blufh condemn'd the riling figh. 
"Twas fuch the lingering Trojan's ihame betrayed. 
When Maia's fon the frown of Jove difplay'd : 
.When wealth, fame, enipire, could no balance prov% 
Jorthe foft reign of Dido, and of love. 
Thus ill with arduous glory love confpires .{ 
Soft tender flames with bold impetuous fires ! 

Some hovering doubts his anxious bofom mov''d« 
And virtue, zealous fair! ihofe doubts improved. 
<* Flyj fly, fond youth, the too indulgent maidy 
Nor err, by fuch fantaftic fcenes betrayM. 
Though in my path the rugged thorn be fecn, 
J\.nd the dry turf difclofe a fainter green 5 
Though no gay rofe or flowery produd fhine, 
The barren furface ilill conceals the mine. 
Each thorn that threatens, ev'n the weed that grow* 
.In virtue's path, fuperior fweets belifcows— 
Yet fhould thofe boafled, fpecious toys allure, 
^Vhence could fond floth the flattering gifts procured 
The various wealth that tempts thy fond defire^ 
'Tis I alone, her greateft foe, acquire. 
I from old ocean rob the treaiurM ftorej 
I through each region, latent gems explore.) 
■"Twas I the nigged brilliant firfl: revealM, 
By numerous -ftrata deep in earth concealMi 
""Tis I the fui-face yet refine, and fliow 
The modeft gem's intrinfic charms to glow. 
Nor fwells the grape, nor fpires its feeble tree 
Without the firm fupports of induftry. 
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But grant we (lotli the fcene herfelf has drawn> 
The mofly grotto, and the flowery lawn ; 
Let Philomela tune th' .harmonious gale. 
And with each breeze eternal fweets exhale j 
Let gay Pomona {light tlie plains around. 
And chufe, for faireft fruits, the favcmi'd giound ^ 
To blefs the fertile vale fhould virtue ceafe. 
Nor mofly grots, noi* flowery lawns could pleafe j 
Nor gay Pomona's lufcious gifts avail. 
The found harmonious, or the fpicy gale. 

Seeft thou yon rocks in dreadful pomp arife, 
Whofe rugged cliffs defonn th* encircling Ikies ? 
Thofe fields, whence Phoebus all their moifture di-ains^ 
And, too profufely fond, difrobes the plains ? 
When I vouchfafe to tread the barren foil, 
Thofe rocks feem lovely, and thofe deferts fmile. 
The form thou view'ft, to every fcene with eafe 
Transfers its charms, and every fcene can pleafe. 
When I have on thofe pathlefs wilds appeai-'d $ 
And the lone wanderer with my prefence chearM j 
Thofe cliffs the exile has with pleafure viewM, 
And caird that defert blifsful folitude 1 

Nor I alone to fuch extend my care ; 
Fair-blooming health furveys her altars tliere. 
Brown exercife will lead thee where flie reigns. 
And with reflected luib*e gild the plains. 
"With her, in flower of youth, and beauty's pi idc. 
Her offspring, calm content and peace, i-efide. 
One ready offering fuits each neighbouring Oirine j 
Aiid all Qbcy their laws, who praftife mine. 

But 
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IBut health averfe from floth's fmooth region flics } 
Andy in her abfence, pleafure droops and dies. 
Hbr bright companions, mirth» delight, repofe. 
Smile where flie fmiles, and ficken^hcn ihe goes. 
A galaxy of powers ! whofe fonns appear 
For ever beauteous, and for ever pear. 

Nor will foft fleep to (lottrs requeft incline. 
He from her couches flies unbid to mine. 

Vain is the fparkling bowl, the warbling ftrain, 
Th' incentive fong, the labourM viand vain ! 
Where /he relcntlcfs reigns without control. 
And checks each gay excurfion of the foul : 
Urimov'd, though beauty, deck'd in all its cha^-ms^ 
Grace the rich couch, and Ipread the fofteft arms : 
Till joylcfs indolence fuggefts defires ; 
Or drugs are fought to furnifh languid fires ; 
Such languid fires as on the vitals pr^y. 
Barren ofblifs, but fertile of decay. 
As artful heats, apply*d to thirfty lands, 
Produce no flowers, and but debafe the fands: 

But let fair health her chearing fmiles impait. 
How fweet is nature, how fuperfluous art ! 
■*Tis flie the fountain's ready draught commends, 
^nd fmooths the 'flinty couch which fortune lends, 
^nd when my hero from his toils retires, 
J.'';] Is his gay bofom with unufual fires, 
.And, while no checks th' unbounded joy reprove, 
^Aids and refines the genuine fweets of love, 
Jl^is fail^'ft prolpeJt rifmg trophies frame ; 
iiis fwecteft inufic rs the voice of fame ^ 

P Pleafures 
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Pleafiires to (loth unknown I (he never found 
How fair d^e pj-ofpedlj or hp>v fweet the found. 

See f aijue's. gay ^^hir^ i^om, y^on. fuQunU channH 
And fir^s the manly bres^ft tp. arts or arm&: 
Nor dread the ftecp afccn^, by which you rife 
From groveling vales to tower^ which reach the fkics. 
* Love, fame, eftee^ij^ 't i« labour muft acKjuire j 
The fmiling oflfspring of a rigid fire I 
To fix tJ>^ friend, your. fei*vicc «>uil be (hewn ; 
All, ere they loj^'d yoi\r. mciit, lov'd. their own. 
That wonderipg G.reecc your portrait may adfnirc> 
That tuneful hards may ftripg for you their lyre. 
That books may praife, or coins record your name. 
Such, Aich. rewards ,'t is toil alone can claim ! 
And the fame column which difplays to view 
The conqueror's name, difplays tha conqueft too. 

*Twa8 (low experince, tedious ipiftrefs ! taught 
AH that e'er nobly fpqke, or bravely, fought. 
*Twas (he the patriot^ (he the bard refinM, 
In arts th^it (jerve, pn>te6l, or pleafe mankind. 
Not the vain, vifions of ina6live fchools 5 
Not fancy^s. maxims, not opinion's niles, 
E'er form'd the man whofc. generous warmth, exteods 
T' enrich his country, or to ferve his friends. 
On aftive worth the laurel, war hcftows : 
Peace rears her oKye for induftrious brows s 
Nor earth, uncultur'd, yields its kind fupplles i 
Nor heaven, its (howers without a facrifice. 

See far below fuch groveling fcenes of (hame^ 
As lull to rei^ I^navia's (lumbering dame, 

% Ucr 
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Her friends^ from all the toils of fame fecure^ 

Alas ! inglorious, greater toils endure. 

DoomM all to mourn, who in her caufe engage 

A youth enervate, and a painful age j 

A fickly faplefs mafs, if reaibn flies j 

And, if ftie linger, impotently wife ! 

A tlioughtlefs train, who, pamperM^ fleek, and gaf , 

Invite old age, and revel youth away | 

From life's frefti vigour move the load of care. 

And idly place it where thy leaft can bear. 

When to the mind^ difcas'd, for aid they fly. 

What kind refle^Uon fhall the mind fupply f 

When, with loft health, what fiiould the lofs allay. 

Peace, peace is loft : a -comfortlefs decay I 

But to my friends, when youth, when pleafure flies, 

Andeartk's dim beauties fade before their eyes, 

Through death^s dark vifta flowery trads are fecn, 

Elyflan plains, and groves for ever green. 

If o'er their lives a influent glance they caft, 

Xheir's is the prcfent who can praife the paft* 

I^ife has its blifs for thefe, wiicn paft its bioom. 

As withered rofes yield a late perfume, 

Serency and fafe from paffion's ftormy rage, 

How calm they glide into the port of age ! 

Of the rude voyage left dcpriv'd than eas'd 5 

More tir'dthan pain'd, and weakened than difcas'd. 

For heakh on age, 't is temperance muft beftow | 

And peace from piety alone can flow ; 

And all the incenfe bounteous Jove requires, 

Ha6 fweets for him who feeds the facred Arcs.'— 
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Sloth views the towers of fame with envious eyesj 
Defirous ftill, ftill impotent to rife. 
Oft, when refolvM to gain thofe blifsful towers, 
The penfive queen the dire afccnt explores, 
Comes onward, wafted by the balmy trees, 
Sonje fylvan mufic, or feme fcented breeze ; 
She turns her head, her own gay realm (he Ipies, 
And all the fhort-livM refolution dies. 
Thus forae fond infeft's faultering pinions wave, 
ClafpM in its favourite fwoets, a lafting Have : 
And thus in vain thefe charming viilons pleafc 
The wretch of gloiy, and the flave of eafe : 
DoomM ever in ignoble ftate to pine, 
Boafl: her own fcenes, and languifli after mlne« 

But ihun her fnares : nor let the world exclaim. 
Thy birth, which was thy glory, prov'd thy fiiamc. 
With early hope thine infant a6lions fir'd $ 
Let manhobd crown what infancy infpir'd. 
Let generous toils reward with health thy dfys. 
Prolong thy prime, and eternize thy praife. 
The bold exploit that charms th* attefting age. 
To lateft times fhall generous hearts engage ; 
And with that myrtle (hall thy (hrine be crown*d. 
With which, alive, thy graceful brows were bound : 
Til: time ihall bid thy virtues freely bloom. 
And ^aiie a temple where it found a tomb. 

Then in their feafts thy name (hall Grecians join 5 
Skall pour the fparkling juice to Jove's and tliine. 

Thine, 
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Thine, usM in war, ihall i-aife their native fire ; 
Thine, ukM in peace, their mutual faith infpire. 
Dulnefs perhaps, through want of Hght, may blame, 
And rpleen, with odious induftry, defame; 
And that, the honours given, with wonder view, 
And this, in fecret fadnefs^own them due^ 
Contempt and envy were by fate defign'd 
The rival tyrants which divide mankind } 
Contempt, which none,, but who deferve, can bear { 
While envy's wounds the fmiles of fame repair. 
For know, the generous thine exploits fhall Hre, 
Thine every friend it fuits thee to require,. 
Lov'd by the gods, and, till their feats I /hew, 
Lov*d by the good their images below/* 

Ceafe, lovely maid, fair daughter of the (kies ! 
My guide ! my queen ! th' extatic youth replies. 
In fliec I trace a form" dcfign'd for fway ; 
Which chiefs may court, and kings with pride obey. 
And, by thy bright immortal friends I fwear. 
Thy fair idea (hall no toils impair. 
Lead me ! O lead me where whole hofts of foes 
Thy form depreciate, and thy friends oppofe \ 
Welcome all toils th' inequal fates decree, 
W^lyie toils endear thy faithful charge to thee. 
Such be my «ares, to bind th' oppreiTive hand. 
And cmflt the fetters of an injur'd land ; 
To fee the monfter's noxious life refign'd. 
And tyrants quell'd, the monftcrs of mankind ! 
Nature (hall fmile to view the vanquiih'd brood. 
And none, but envy, riot unfubdued, 
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In clo^^r'd ibkte let feififh iages dwell. 
Proud that their heart is narrow aft their cdll 
And boaft .their mazy labyrinth of rules. 
Far lefs the friends of virtue, tlian the fools r 
Yet fuch in vain thy favouring fmiles pretend^ 
For he is thine, who proves^ country's friend. 
Thus when my life wcll-fpcnt the good enjoy, 
And the mean envious laboui* to defboy j 
When, %ongly kirM iby fame''8 contiguous §aiut$ 
I yet devote my choicer vows ^o thine 5 
If all my toils thy promised favour claim, 
O lead thy favourite through the gates of fame I 
He ceasM his vows, and^ with difdainful air. 
He tuni'd to hlsA t^e late e;ii:5^ltii^ fair. 
But vauiih'd, fled to fome more friendly fhore. 
The confcious phantom's beauty pleas'd no npqre s 
Omm^uicM, her fpurious charms of dreis and fact 
ClaimM a quic^ conqucft, or a fure difgrace. 
Fantailic power ! whpTe tranli^nt charms allurMy 
While error's mift the reaibaiiftg mind obfcur'd t 
Not fuch the vidrefs, virtue's confta^t queea^ 
Endur'd the teft of truth, and dar'd be feea. 
Her briglitening form and features feem*d to owa^ 
'T was' all her wifti, her intereft, to be known t 
And when his longing view the fair deeynM> 
Left a full image of her charms behind, 

Thus reigns the moon, with furtive lJ>lendor crownM, 
While glooms op^refs us, and thick ihades furround. 

8ut 
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But let the Tou'rce oFUght its beams diiplay. 
Languid and f arht tlie mimic ^liies decay. 
And all the Ikkening Ipiender fiftdes away. - 
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Thift PiiacfiiEBs of TASTE. 

The Fate of D E L I G A C Y. 

A POEM on the Temper and Studies of the 
Author ; and how great a Misfortune it is, 
for a Man of fmall Eftate to have muchTASTB. 

P A R IT the F 1ft S T. 

T) E R H A P S fome cloud eclipfe'd the day, 

-*• When thus I tunM my penfive lay. 

«< The fliip is launchM— vve catch the gale«« 

On life's extended ocean fail : 

For happinefs our coUrfe we bend. 

Our ardent cry, our general end t 

Yet, ah ! the fcenes which tempt our cart 

Are like the fbnhs dii][>er8M in air^ 

Still dancing hear diforderM eyes ; 

And wcakeft his, who beft defcries 1 

Yet let me not my birth-right barter^ 

(For wifliing is the poet's charter j 

All bards have leave to wiih what ^s wanted, 

Though few e'er found their wiihcs granted 5 

P 4 £xtenfiv« 
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Extenfive field j where poets pride them 
In finging all that is denyM them.) 

For huinble cafc,. ye powers^! I pray j 
That plain warm fuit for ev'ry day ! 
And pleafure, and brocade, beftow ; 
To flaunt it— once a month, or £o^ 
The firft for conftant wear we want $. 
The firft, ye powers 1 for ever grant ; 
But conftant wear the laft befpatters,. 
And turns the tiflue into tatters. 

Where'er my vagrant courfe I bend,. 
Let me fecure one faithfur friend. 
Let me, in public fcenes, requeff 
A friend of wit and tafte, well drefs'd : 
And, if I rauft not hope fucli favour, 
A friend of wit and tafte, howevep; 

Alas ! that wifdom ever Ihuns 
To congregate her fcatter*d fons j 
Whofe nervous forces well combin'cf 
Would win the field, and fway mankind. 
The fool will fqueeze, from morn to night. 
To fix his follies full in fight $ 
The note he ftrikes, the plume he ftiows, 
Attraft whole flights of fops and beaux 5. 
And kindred-fools, who ne'er had known hini. 
Flock at the fight ; cai-eis, and own him. 
But ill-ftarr'd fenfc, nor gay nor loud. 
Steals foft on tip-toe, through the crowd t 

Convty% 
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Conveys his meagre form between j 

And flides, like pervious air» unieen : 

Contrafts his known tenuity 9. 

As though 'twere ev'n^a crime», to, be :- 

Nor ev'n permits his eyes to ftray, 

And win acquaintance in their way.. 
In company, fo mean his air» 

You fcarce are confcious he. is there : 

Till from Tome. nook,, like fliarpen'd. fteel> 

Occurs his fiice's thin profile.. 

Still feeming, from the gazer's eye, 

Like Venus, newly bath'd, to fly. 

Yet, while reluflant he difplays 

His real gem s^ before the blaze. 

The fool hath, in its center, placM" 

His tawdry ftock of painted pafte.. 

DifusM to fpeak, he tries his fkill ; 

Speaks coldly, and fucceeds but illj 

His penfive manner, dulnefs dcemM : 

His modcfty, referve efteemM ; 

His wit unknown, his learning vain^ 

He wins not one of all the train. 
And thofe who, mutually known. 
In friendihip's faireil lift had fhone, 
JLefs prone, than pebbles, to unite. 
Retire to ihades from public fight 5 
Grow favi^e, quit their focial nature 5 
And ftarve, to ftudy mutual fatire. 

But friends, and favourites, to chagiin them, 
Find counties, countries, feas- between them : 

4 Meet 
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Meet once a year, then part, and Aen 
Retiring, wiA to meet again. 

Sick of die thought, let nxe pfot44ci 
Some human form to grace my ^e ; 
At hand, where'er I thape my c6tirfe 5 
An ufeful, pliant, ftkfi^ng-hdrfe! 

No gefture free from Ibme grimace ; 
No feam, without its fhare of lace j 
But, m^rkM with gold or fflvcr either. 
Hint where his coat was piecM together. 
His legs be lengthen'd, I advife. 
And ftockings rolVd abridge his thigli«. 
What though Vandyck had other rules. 
What had Vandyck to do wfth fools ? 
Be nothing wanting, but his mind ; 
Before, afolitaire; behind, 
A twifted ribbon, like the track 
Which nature gives an afs's back. 
Silent as midnight! pity 'twere 
His wifdom's flender wealth to Ihare ? 
And, whilft in flocks our fancies ftray. 
To wifti the poor man's lamb away. 

This form attraaing every eye, 
I ftrolc all unregarded by ; 
This wards the jokes of every kind, 
As an umbrella fun or wind ; 
Or, like a ipunge, abforbs the fallits. 
And peftilential fumes of malice ; 
Or, like a fplendid ftiield, is fit 
To fcreen the templar's random wit j 
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Or what fome gentler cit lct» fall. 
As wool -packs .quafli the leaden bftll. 

AUufions thefe of weaker force. 
And apter ftill the ftalking-hor£b ! 

O let me wander all unieen^ 
Beneath the fan£lion of his mien ! 
As lilies foft, as rofes fair > 
Empty as air-pumps drained of air ! 
With fteady eye and pace remark 
The fpeckled flock that hauats the park * | 
Level my pen with wondrous heed 
At follies flocking there to feed : 
And, as my fatire burils amam. 
See, featherM foppery drew the plain. 

But when I feek my rural grove, 
And fhare the peaceful haunts I love. 
Let none of this unhallow'd train 
My fweet fcquefter'd paths profane. 
Oft may fome polifhM virtuous friend 
To the foft-winding vales defceud j 
And love with me inglorious things, 
And fcom with me the pomp of kings : 
And check me, when my bofom bums 
For ftatues, paintings, coins, and urns. 
For I in Damon's prayer could join. 
And Damon's wifli might now be mine- 
But all difpers'd ! the wifh, the prayer. 
Are driven to mix with common air. 

PART 

• St. James's. 
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PART TftiE SECOND. 

TT O W happy once was Damon's lot, 
'*' •*• While yet romantic fchemes were not ! 
Ere yet he fent Ins weakly eyes, 
To plan frail caftles in the (kies; 
Forfaking pleafures cheap and common, 
To court a blaze, ftill flitting from one. 

Ah happy Damon ! thrice and more. 
Had tafte ne'er touch'd thy tranquil fliorc! 

Oh days ! when to a girdle ty'd 
The couples jingled at his (ide ;- 
And Damon fwore he would not barter 
The fportfman's gFrdle, for a garter ! 

Whoever eame to kill an hour. 
Found eafy Damon in their power ; 
Pure focial nature all his guide, 
" Damon had not a grain of pride." 

He wiih*d not to elude the fnares 
Which knavery plans, and craft prepares j 
But ratlier wealth to crown tlieir wiles 5 
Ahd win their univerfal fmilcs : 
For who are chearful^ who at eafc. 
But tliey who cheat us a8 they pleafe ? 

He winked at many a grofs deiign^ 
The new-fkirn calf might countermine : 
Thus every fool allow'd his merit j 

Yes I Damon had a generous fpirit T* 

A cox- 
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A coxcomb's jcft, however vile, 
'Was lure, at Leaft, of Damon's fmile s 
That coxcomb, ne'er denied him fenfe.4 
Per why ? k prov'd his own pretence 4 
AH own'd, were modefty away, 
Damon could ihine as much as they. 

When wine and -folly came in feafon, 
Damon ne'er ftrove to fave his reafon j 
Obnoxiau6 to the mad uproai- : 
A fpy upon a hoftile fhore ! 
'Twas tliis his trompany endear'd : 
Mirth never came till he appcar'd : 
His 1f>dging8— every drawer could fhow tlicm.} 
The flave was kick'd, who did not know them. 

Thus Damon, ftudious of his eafc. 
And pleafmgall, whom mirth could pleafe 5 
Defy'd the world, Ifke idle Colley, 
To fliew a fofter word tlian folly. 
Since wifiioni'is gorgon-fhield was known 
To ftai-e tlie gazei* into ftonc ; 
He chofe to tnift in folly's charm, 
Xo keep his breaft alive and warm. 

At length grave learning's fober train 
JRemark'd the trifler with difdain ; 
Xhe fons of tafte contcmn'd his ways. 
And rank'd him with the brutes that graze j 
While they to nobler heights afpir'd. 
And grew belov'd, efteem'd, admirM. 

Hence with our youth, not void of fpirit,^ 
His old companions loft their mei;it : 

And 
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And every kind- welUnatiirrd iot; 
Seem'd a duU play:».witltont a plot^ 
Where every yawning gueil agrees. 
The willing creature drives ta pieafe s 
But temper never ^ould amufe i 
It barely led us to excufe ; 
'Twas true, converfmg they aver'd» 
All they had feen, or felt or heard : 
Talents of weight ! ibr wights like the^t 
The law might chuie for witndlibs : 
But fure th' attefting dry nairation, 
111 fuits a jud^ of conveifation. 

• What were their freedoms ? mere-excuiesL 
To vent ill-manners, blows, and bi-uiXts. 
Yet freedom, gallant freedom ! hailing^ 
At fonn, at form, laceiTant railing, 
Would they exaraiive each offence. 
Its latent caufe, its known pretence, 
Fun£lilio ne*er was knowa to breed tltemt 
^o fure as fond prolific freedom. 
Their cqjarage ? but a loaded gun; 
Machine the wife would wifli to fliun; 
Its guard unfafe, its lock an (ill 4>ne, 
Where accident might fire .and* kill one. 

In /hort, dif^^d .out of meafture. 
Through much contempt, and ilender pUafuic^ 
His fenfe of dignity returns .$ 
iiis native pride his bofom burns $ 

H< 

* Boifterous mirtb« 
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'He feeks refpeft—- but how to ga^n it ? 
Wity focial Qiirtby couki Qc^er obtsun-it: 
.And laughter, y^herp it reigi» ijiQcheck*4» 
, Difcards and ^iilipates reiped. 
The m^n who g^vely bows, enjoys< it ; 
,But (baking hands, at once, deftroys it. 
Precarjlpu^ pianl:» which, fre(h and^ gay> 
. Shrinks at the touch, and^ fades away ! 

Come then, refcrvc ! yet from thy train 
-Bani(h contempt^ and.cur-iV difdain. 
Teach me, he cry'd, thy magic art. 
To aft the decent diftant part : 
To hufband well my complaifknce^ 
. Nor let cv*n wit too for advance ;. 
sBut chufe calm reafon for my theme* 
In thefe her royal realms fuprei^ie $ 
And o'er h^ chaims, with caution fbown, 
Be ftill a graceiSul umbrage throwq ; 
And each^abrupter period crown'd, 
'With nods, and winks^ and fraxles- profound. 
Till, Tefcued from die crowd beneath. 
No more with pain to move or bre9tlie> 
I rife with head elate, to Ihare 
Salubrious draughts of pnr«r air. 
Refpeft is won by grave pretence 
And-(ilence, furer ev'n than Jenfe— 

'Tis hence the facred grandeur fprings 
Of Eaftern— ai>d of other klngs> 
Or whence this awe to virtue due, 
While virtue '« diftant as Peru ? 

The 



^14 SHENSTONE^S POEMS, 

The flieatlilefs fw6rd the guard difplays. 

Which Dound emits -its dazzling rays-: 

The ftately fart, the turrete tall, 

rortculIisM gate, and battled wall, 

Lefs fcreens the body, than controls, 

And wards contenfpt from royal fouls. 

The crowns they wear but check the ey^ 
TBefore it fondly pierce too nigh^ 

That d^zled crov/ds may be empley*<i 

Around the fui:face of — the void. 
'O ! "tis the ftatefman's craft profound 

To fcatter his amufements round ! 

To tempt us from their confcioiis breaft. 

Where full-fledg'd crimes enjoy their nefk. 

Nor awes us «very worth -reveal 'd 

So deeply, as each vice concealed. 
The, lordly log, difpatch'd of yore. 

That the &og people might adore. 

With guards to keep them at a diftauce» 

IIid^reignM, nor wanted wif s alfiftance^ 

Nay— had addrefl*es from his nation* 
Jn praife of lpg-adminiftration« 

PART THE T H I R D. 

^T^ H E buoyant fires of youth were o'er, 

•^ And fame and finery pleasM no more.; 

Produftive of that general ftare. 

Which cool refle6^ion ill can bear ! 

And, crowds commencing mere vexation, 

Jletirement fent its invitation. 

Ro- 
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'Romantic fcenes of pendent hills, 
JA.nd verdant vales, and falling rills, 
.And mofly banks, the ^fields adorn, 
^Where Damon, iimple fwain, was born. 

The Dryads rearM a (hady grove ; 
iWhere luch as think, and Aicb as loire^ 
May fafely figh their fununer^s da/ ; 
'Ormufe their fiient hours away. 

The Oreads lik'd the climate well ; 
^nd taught the level plain to fwell 
.In verdant mounds, .from whence the eye 
Might all their larger works defcry. 

The Naiads pour'd tlieir urns around^ 
From nodding rocks o^er vales profound. 
They formM their ftreams to plea&vthe view» 
And bade them wind, as ferpents do < 
And having ihewn them where to ihray. 
Threw little pebbles in their way, 

Thefe Fancy, alUfagacious maid. 
Had at their fevcral Jtaiks furvey'd : ^ 

She faw and fmilM 9 and oft would lead 
-Our Damon*€ foot o'er hill and mead; 
There, with defcwptive finger, trace 
The genuine beauties of the place ; 
And when Ihe all its cliarms had fliewn, 
Prefcribe improvements of her own. 

«* See yonder hill, fo green, fo round. 
Its brow with ambient beeches crpwn'd I 
*^Twould well become thy gentle car^ 
T.*o rai£b a dome to Vpnus there : 

Q^ * Pkas'il 
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PlcasM would the nymphs thy zeal furveyj 
And Venus, in their arms> repay. 
'Twas fuch a (hade, and fuch a nook, 
In fuch a, .vale, near jfuch a brook j 
From fuch a rocky fragment fpringing^ 
That fam'fl Apollo chofe, toiingin. 
There let an altar wrought with art 
Engage thy tuneful patron's heait. 
How charming there to mufe and warbic 
\ Beneath his buft of breathing marble ! 
With laurel wreath and mimic lyte, 
That crown a poet's vaft defire. 
Then, near it, fcoop the vaulted cell 
Where Mufic's * charming maids may dwell ; 
Proae to indulge thy tender paifion. 
And make thee many an affignation. 
Deep in the grove's obfcui^ retreat 
Be plac'd Minerva's facred feat j 
There let her awful turrets rife, 
(For wifdom flies from vulgar eyes :) 
There her calm diftates (halt thou hear 
Diftinftly ftrike thy liftening ear: 
And wdo would ihun the pleafmg labour. 
To have Minerva for his neighbour?'* 

In ftiort, fo charm'd each wild fuggeftion. 
Its truth was little call'd in queftion : 
And Damon dreamt he faw th* fawns. 
And Nymphs,. diftinaiy, Ikim the lawns j 

• • The Mufcft, 
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iNow tracM amid the trees, and then 

Xoft in the circling (hades again. 

With leer oblique their lover viewing '•v 

And Cupid — panting — and purfuing— 

Fancy, enchanting fair, he cry'd, 

Be thou my goddefs I thou my guide ! 

For thy bright vjfions I defpife ♦ 

What foes may think, or friends advife« 

The fcigil^i concern, wheh folks furvcy 

£xpence, time, dudy, caft away; 

The real fplcen, with which they fee : 

1 plcafe myfelf, and follow the:. 

Thus glow'd his breaft by fancy warm'd $ 
And thus the fairy landlkip charm'd. 
Bilt moft he hop'd his conftant care 
Might win the favour of the fair j 
And, wandering late through yonder glade, 
He thus the foft defign betray'd. 

*« Ye dQVCS ! for whom I rear'd the gr<>vc. 
With melting lays falute my love ! 
iVly Delia with your notes detain, 
Or 1 have rear'd the grove in vain ! 
Ye flowers I which enrly fpring fupplies^ 
JDiiplay at once your brightfeft dyes ! 
That (he your opening charms may leef 
Or what were elfe your chaims to me ? 
K-ind zephyr I. brufli each fragt-ant flowcr> 
And (hed its odours round my bower j 
Or ne'er again, ,0 gentle wind I 
Shall I, in thee, xefreikment find. 

QjL Yc 
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Ye ftreamSf if e'er your banks I bvM, 
If e'er your native founds improvM, 
May each foft munpur foothe my fair i 
Or, ohy 'twill deepen my defpair ! 
Be fure, ye willows I you be feen 
Array'd in livf lieft robes of green j 
Or I will tear your flighted boughs. 
And let theip fade around my brows. 
And thouy my grot 1 whofe lonely bounds 
The melancholy j^ne furrpunds ! 
May (he admire thy peaceful gloom» 
Or tliou Ihalt prove her lover's tomb.'* 

And now the lofty domes were rear'd ; 
Loud laugh'd the fquiret,. the rabble ftar'd« 

** See, neighbours, what our Dan^ion 'a dpingl 
I think, fome folks are fond of ruin ! 
I faw his iheep at random ftray— 
But he has thrown his crook away— • 
And builds fuch huts, as in foul weather^ 
Are fit for (heep nor ihepherd neither." 

Whence came th.e fobei* fwaiu milled ? 
Why, Phoebus put it in his head. 
Phoebus befriends him^ we are told j 
And Phoebus coins bright tons of gold* 
'Twcre prudpnt not to be fo vain on *t, 
I think he '11 never tosKh a grain on 't* 
And if, fixHn Phoebus^ and his Mufc^ 
Mere earthly kzineis eofucs i 
'Tis plain, for aught that I can fay^ 
The Devil infpires, as well at tkey. 
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to they—while fools of gfofler kind| 
Lefs wceting what our bard defign^d. 
Impute his fthemes to real evil $ 
Tliat in th*fe haunts he met the Devil. 

He own'd, though their advice was vaini 
It fuited wights Who trod the plain : 
For dulnefs— though he might abiior it-* 
In them be made allowance for it< 
Nor wonderM, if, beholding ihottos, 
And urns, and domes, and cells, ^nd grottos. 
Folks, little dreaming of the Mufes, 
Were plagu'd to guefs their proper ufes. 

But did thfe Mufes haunt his cell r 
Or in his ddme did Venus dw^U f 
Did Pallas in his counfels (hard ? 
The Delian god reward his prayer > 
Or did his zeal engage Ae fair ? 
When all the ftraftures (hone eompleat j 
Not much convenient, wondrous neat j 
Adom'd with gilding, painting, plantings 
And the fair guefts alone were wanting 5 
Ah, me ! ^'twas Damon's own confeflion) 
Came poverty and took pofleflion* 

PART THB FOURTH. 

XyJlyT H Y droops my Damon, whilft he roves 

Through ornamented meads and gioves ? 
Near columns^ obelifksi and fpires, 
Whi«h every critic eye admires ? 
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'Tis poverty, dcteftcd maid. 
Sole tenant of their ample ihadc 1 
"Tis ihe, that robs him of his eafe ; 
And bids their very char^ns difpleafe. 
But now, by fancy long controul'd. 
And with tlie fons of. tafte enroUM, 
He deeQiM it ihameful to commence 
Firft minifter to common fenfe ; 
Far more elated, to purfue . 
The lowed taik of dear vcrtu.. 

And now behold. his lofty foul,. 
That whilom flew from pole to pole^ 
Settle on fome elaborate flower ^ 
And, like a bee, the fweets devour ! 
• Now, of a rofe enamoured, prove 
The wild foHcitudes of love ! 
.Now, in a lily^s cup enfltrinM, 
Forego the commerce of mankind t 

As in thefe toils he wore away 
The calm remainder of his day ; 
Condii^ling fun, and (Itade, and (hower^ 
As moft might glad the new-boin fioWer, 
So fate ordain'd before his eye- 
Starts up the long-fought butterfly I 
While, fluttering round, her plumes unfoM 
Celeftial crimfon, dropt with gold. 

Adieu, ye bands of flowerets fair ! 
irhe living beauty claims his care, 
For tliis he ftrips— nor bolt, nor chain, 
Could Damoa^s warm purfuit reftrain. 



Stt 
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See him 6*tr hill| morafs, or mound> 
"Where'er the fpeckled game is found, 
Though bent with age, with zeal purfue $ 
And totter towards the prey in view. . ^ 

Nor rock, nor ftream, his fteps retard^ ' 
Intent upon the bleft reward ! 
One valTal fly repays the chace ! 
A wing, a film,, rewards the race ! 
^Rewards him, though difeafe attend^ 
And in a fatal furfcit end. 
So fierce Camilla ikinimM the plain« 
Smit with the purple's pleafing ftain, 
She ey'd intent the glittering ftranger. 
And knew, alas ! nor fear, nor danger ; 
Till deep within her panting heart. 
Malicious' fate impelled the dart !' 

How ftudious he what favourite food 
Regales dame nature's tiny brood? 
Whafjunkets fat the filmy people ! 
And'^hat' liqueurs they chufe to tipple ! 

Behold him, at fomc crife, prefcribe. 
And raife with drugs the fickening tribe ! 
Or haply, when their fpirits fau'ter, 
Sprinklifig my Lord of Cloyne's tar-water# 

When nature's brood of infefbs dies. 
See how he pimps for amorous flies \ 
See him the timely fuccour lend her. 
And help the wantons to engender ! 

Or fee him guard their pregnant hour j 
£xert his foft obftstric power s \ 

Qji' And, 
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Andi lending each Me lenient hand. 
With new-born grubt enrich the land ! 

^OWilke! what poet't loftieft lays 
Can match thy labours, and thy pratfe ? 
Immoita> fiige t by fate decreed 
To guard the moth't illvftriout breed | 
Till fluttering fwarmt on iwarmt arife. 
And al^ our wardrobes teem with fliet I 

And muft we praife this tafte for toys P 
Admire it then in girls and boys. 
Ye yovtbs of fifteen years, or more, 
Refign your moths— ^le feafon "s o*er« 
*Tis time more focial joys to prove $ 
''Twere now your nobler taflt—to love. 
Let • • • •♦s eyes more deeply warm ^ 
Nor, flighting nature*s faireft form. 
The bias of your fouls determine 
Towards the mean love of nattire*s vermin.^ 

But, ah i how wondrous few have known^ 
To give each flage of life its own t 

*Tis the pretexta^s utmofl bound. 
With radiant purple edg'd around. 
To pleafe the cliild $ whofe glowing dyet 
Too long delight maturer eyes i 
And few, but with regret, aiTume 
The plain-wrought labours of the loom* 

Ah! 

* Alluding to moths and butterflies delineated by 
Benjamin Wilks* 8ee his very expeniive propofals* 
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Ah! let not mc by fancy fteer. 
When life's' autumnal clouds appear ; 
Nor ev*n in learning's long delays 
€onfunie my faired, fniltlefs days : 
Like himy who ih<>uld in armour fpend 
The fVlms that armour fiioald defend. 

A while> in pleaftire's myrtle bower. 
We (hare her fmiles, smd blefs her power ^ 
But find at laft> we vainly ftrive 
To fi» the worft coqilette alive. 

O you I that with aflidnous flame 
Have long purfued the faithlefs dame ^ 
Forfake her foft abodes' a while. 
And dare her frown, and flight her fifnile^ 
Nor fcom, whatever wits may fay. 
The foot-path road, the king's high-way,- 
No more the fcrupulous charmer teize/ 
But feek the roofs of honeft eafe ; 
^he rival fair, no more purfued. 
Shall there witli forward pace intrude ^ 
Shall there lier every art eflay, 
To win you to her flighted fway ; 
And grant your fcom a glance more fair 
Than e'er flie gave your fondeft prayer. 

But would you happinefs purfue ? 
Partake both eafe, and pleafure too ? 
Would you, through all your days, difpenicr 
The joys of rcafon, and of fenfe? 

» Of 
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Or give to life the moft you can,. i. 

Let fockl virtue fliape the plan. 

For does not' to the virtuous deeed 

A train of pleafing fvveets fucceed ? 

Or, like tl^e fweets of wild deiire. 

Did focial pleafures ever tire ? 

Yet midft the groupe be fome preferrM,, 
Be fome abhorr'd— for Damon err'd : 
And fifch there are —of fair addrefs— 
As 't were unfocial to carefs. 
O learn by reafon's equal rule 
To fliun the pi-aife of knave,, or fool ! 
Then, though you deem it better ftill 
To gain fome ruflic 'fquire's good will j. 
And fouls, however mean or vile. 
Like features, brighten by a fmile j 
Yet realbn holds it for a crime. 
The trivial breaft fliould ftiare thy time : 
And virtue, with relu£lant eyes. 
Bebolds this human facnfice ! 

Through deep referve, and air ere&, 
Miftaken Damon won refpe6l $ 
But could tiK fpecious homage pafs. 
With any creature, but an afs ? 
If confcious, they who fearM the fkin. 
Would fcom the fluggifti brute witliin. 
What awe-ftruck flaves the towers enclofe. 
Where PeriiaQ monarcht eat and doze ! 

WlMt 
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What proftratc reverence all agree. 
To pay a prince they never fee 1 
Mere vafTals o£ a royal throne ! 
The fophi's virtues muft be fhewny, 
To make the reverence his own. » 

As for Thalia— wouldft thou make her 
Thy bride without a portion ?— take her^ 
She will with duteous, care attend. 
And all thy duteous hours befriend ; 
Will fwell thy joysjt. will fliare thy pain ; 
With th^e rejoice, with thee complain j 
Will fmooth thy pillow^ pleat thy bowers j. 
And bind thy aching head with flowers. 
But be this previous maxim known, 
If thou canfl feed on love alone : 

If, blelt with her, thou canft fuftaia 

Contempt, and poverty, and pain : 

If fo— then rifle all her graces — 

And fruitful be your fond embraces; 
Too foon,. by caitiff- fpleeninfpir'd,. 

Sage Damon^ to his groves retired : 

The path difclaim'd by fober reafon i 

Retirement claims a later fealbn ; 

Ere a^iv^ youth and warm defire& 

Have quite withdrawn their lingering fire«. 

With the warm bofom, ill agree, 

Or limpid (bream, or fhady tree. 

Love lurks within the rofy bower. 

And claims the fpeculative hour 5 

Ambition finds his calm retreat. 

And bids his pulfe too fiercely beat ! Ev'a 
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£v*n focial friendihip duns his ear. 

And cites him to the public fphere. 

Does he reflft their genuine force ? 

His temper takes fome fixrward courft j 

Till paffion, mifdirefted, fighs » 

For weeds, or fhells, or grubs, or Aies I 

Far bappieft be^ whofe early days 
^pent in the fdcial paths of praife^ 
Leave, fairly printed on his mind, 
A train of virtuous deeds behind : 
From this rich fund, the memory drawt 
The lafting meed of felf-applaufe. 

Such fair ideas lend their aid 
To people their fequefter'd fliade^ 
Such are the naiads, nymphs, and faunSf 
That haunt his floods, or chear his lawns. 
If, where his devious ramble ftrays. 
He virtue's radiant form iurveys } 
She ieems no longer now to wear 
The rigid mien, the frown fevere ^j 
To fliew him her remote abode ; 
To point the rocky arduous road : 
But from each flower, his fields alloW^ 
She twines a garland for his brow. 

O £ C 0« 

* Alluding (io^tfae allegoiy id Cebes's tablet* 
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O E C O N O M Y, 

ARHAPSODY, addrefled to young Poets, 

*' Infanisj omncs gclidis quaccunque lacernis 

** Sunt tibi, Nafones Virgiliofque vides." M.ART4. 

PART the FIRST. 

^"T^ O you, ye bards;! whofe lavifli breaft re^uiret 

-■' This monitory lay, the ilraios belong | 
^or think fome mifer vents his fapient faw. 
Or fome dull cit, unfeeling pf the charms 
That tempt profufion, fings j while friendly zea]. 
To guard from fata] ills the tribe be loves, 
Infpires the jneaneft of the Mufes* train 1 
Xikc you I loath the groveling progeny, 
Whofe wily arts, by creeping time maturM, 
Advance them high on power's tyrannic throne^ 
To lord it there in gorgeous ufcleifnefs. 
And fpum fucceislefs worth that pines below! 
See the rich churl, amid the focial fbns 

'Of wine and wit, regaling ! hartc he joins 
In the free jeft delighted ! feems to ihew 

A meliorated heart ! he laughs ! he fings • 

.Songs of gay import, madrigals of glee, 

.And drunken anthems fet agape the board. 

%'ike Pemeaj, iq tht jlay, beni^ and mild, 

An« 
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And pouring forth benevolence of fou], 
Till Micio wonders ; or, in Shakefpear's line, 
Obftreperous Silence ; drowning Shallow's voice, 
Aitd ftartling Falftaff, and his mad compeers. 

He owns 'tis prudence, ever and auon, 
To-fmooth his careful brow ! to let his purfc 
ftpe to a lixpence's diameter! 
He likes our ways ; he owns the ways of wit 
Are ways of pleafaunce, and defeive regani. 
Tnie;«ve are dainty good fociety, 
But what art thou ? alas ! confider well. 
Thou bane of focial pleafure, know thyielf. 
Thy fell approach, like fome invaiivc damp 
'Breath'^I through tlie pores of eaith from Stygian cave$, 
Deftroy the lamp of 'mirth ; the lamp which we 
Its flamens boail to guard : we know not how, 
£ut at tliy fight the fading flame afTumes 
A ghaftly blue, and in a ftench expires. 

True,, thou feem'ft cliang^d^ all fainted, all eniky'd 
Tlie trembling teai's that charge thy melting eyes 
Say thou art honeft, and of gentle kind. 
But all is falfe! an intermitting (igh 
Condemns each hour^ each moment giv'n to fmiles. 
And deems thofe only loft, thou doft not lofe. 
Ev'n for a demi groat, this open'd foul. 
This boon companion, this elaftic bread 
Revibrates quick j and fends the tuneful tongue 
To lavifh mufic on the rugged walls 
Cf fame dark dungeon. Hence thou caitiff, fly ! 
Touch not my glafs, nor drain my facred bowl. 

Mob- 
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^onfter, ingrate! beneath one common iky 

Why fliouldft thou breathe ? beneath one common iroof 

Thou ne'er flialt harbour 3 nor my little ^oai 

Receive a foul with crimes to prefs it down. 

Go to thy bags, tliou recreant ! hourly go, 

And, gazhig there, bid them be wit, be mirth^ 

Be converfation. Not a face that fmiles 

Admit thy prefence! notia foul that glows 

With focial purport, bid or •ev'n or morn 

liived the happy ! but when life declines, 

May thyfure heirs (land tittering round thy bed. 

And, ufheripg in their fanrourites, burft thy locks. 

And fill their lamps with gold j till want and care 

With joy depart, and cry, ** We aik Jio more." 

Ah nevtr never may tif harmonious mind 
Endure the worldly! poets, ever void 
Of giwle/ diftruHlefs, fcorn the treafur'd gold, 
And fpum the mifer, fpurn his deity. 
Balanced with friendship, in the poet's eye 
The rival fcale of intereft kicks the beam. 
Than lightning fwifter. From his cavernM ftore 
*The fordid foul, with felf-applaufe, remarks . 
The kind propenilty ; remarks and (miles. 
And hies with impious hafte to fpread the fnare. 
Him we deride, and in our comic fcenes 
Contemn the niggard fprm Moliere has drawn. 
We loath with ju(lice; but alas the pain 
To bow the knee before tliis calf of gold ; 
Implore his envious aid, and meet his fvKmm ! 

4. But 
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But *tis not Gomez, *tis not he whofe heart 

Is crufted o''er with drofs, whofe callous min4 

.Is fenfelefs as his gold, the flighted Mufe 

Intenfely loaths. ^Tis fure no equal taik 

^o pardon him, who laviihes his wealth 
-On rac.er» fox-hound, hawk, or fpanlel, all 

But human merit j who with gold eflays 

All, hut the nohleft pleasure, to remove 
-The want of genius, and its fmiles enjoy. 

But y. u, ye tkled youths ! whofe nobler zeal 
\''WoTdd bumifli o''er your coronets with fame^ 
"Who liften pleasM when poet tunes his lay % 
: Permit him not, in diftant folitudes. 

To pine, to laoguiih out the fleeting hours 
•> Of a6live youth ! then virtue pants for pniCt 

That feafon unadomM, the carekfs bard 

Quits your worn threfliold^ and like honeft Gay 
, Contemns the niggard boon ye time fo ill. 
Your favors then* like trophies given the tomh» 
' Th^ enfranchised fpirit foaring not perceives, 
^Or fcoms perceur'd) and execrates the (imle 
Which bade his vigorous bloom, to treachcnsus hopes 
And fervile cares a prey, expire in vain ! — 

Two lawl^ powers, engagM by mutual kate 
In endlefs war, beneath their flags enroll 
The vaflal world. This avarice is nam*d. 
That luxury ; *tis true their partial friends 
AiHgn tliera ibfter names; ufurpers both ; 
That (hare by dint of aims the legal throne 
iOf juft oeconomy s yet both betray 'i 

Br 
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3y fraudful minifters. The niggard chief, 
Xiftening tx> want, all faithlefs, and prepared 
To join each moment in his rivars train* 
His condu£l models by tUeaieedlefs fears 
The flave inipires ; while luxury, a chief 
*Of ampleft faith, to plenty^s rule refigns 
Jlis whole ^campaign. "Tis plenty^s flattering iottndt 
Sngrofs his eart^ ^tis plenty^sfmilingfonn 
Moves ftill before his eyes. Difcretion ftrives. 
But drives in vain, to banifli from the throne 
The perjur'd minion. He, fecure of truft. 
With lament, malice to the hoftile camp 
Day, night, and hour, his monarch's wealth conveys, 

Ye towering minds ! ye fublimatcd fouls ! 
Who, careleis of your fortunes, feal and fign, 
. Set, let, contradj;, acquit, with eafier mien 
Than fops take fnuff 1 whofe oeconomic care 
Your green-filk purfe engrofles ! eafy, pleas'd. 
To fee gold fparkle through the fubtle folds 5 
Lovely, as when th' Hefperlan fruitage fmil'd 
Amid the verdurous. grove J who fondly hope 
-Spontaneous harvefts I harvefts ajl the year I 
Who fcatter wealth, as though the radiant crop 
Olitter'd on every bought and every bough 
Like that the Trojan. gatherM, once avuls'd 
Were by a fplendid fucceflbr fupply'd 
Inftant, fpontanepus I liften to my lays. 
For 'tis not fools, whatever proverbial phrafe 
Have long decreed, that quit with greatcft eafe 
"The treafuf d gold, Oi words indeed piofufe, 

K Of 
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Of gold tenacious, their torpefcent foul 
Clenches tlieir coin, and what eleftral fire 
Shall folve the frofty gnpe, and bid it flow ? 
•Tis genius, fancy, that to wild expence 
Of health ! of treafure ! ftimulates the foul : 
Thefe, with officious care, and fatal art, 
llnprove the vinous flavour; thefe the fmile 
Of Cloe foftcn j thefe the glare of drefs 
Illume 'f the glittering chariot gild anew. 
And add ibrange wifdom to the furs of power. 

Alas ! that he, amid the race of men. 
That he, who thinks of pureft gold with fcorn, 
vShould with unfated appetite demand, 
And vainly court, the pleafure it procures 1 
When fancy's vivid fpark impels the foul 
To fcorn quotidian fcenes, to fpurn the blifs 
Of vulgar minds, what noftrum fhall compofe 
Its fatal tenHon ? in what lonely vale 
Of balmy medicine's various field, afpii*es 
The bleft refrigerant ? Vain, ah vain the hope 
Of future peace, this orgafm uncoritrol'd ! 
Impatient, hence, of all the frugal mind 
Requires j to eat, to drink, to (lecp, to fill 
A cheft with gold, the fprightly breaft demands 
Inceflfant rapture j life, a tedious load 
Deny'd its continuity of joy. 
But whence obtain ? phtlofophy requires 
No lavifti coft s to crown its vltmoft prayer 
Suffice the root-built cell, the ihnple fleece. 
The juicy viand, and die cryftal flream. 
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^v'n mild ftypidity rewards^ her train 
With cheap contentment. Tafte alone requires 
Entire profufien I Days and nights, and hours* 
Thy v6ice> hydropic fancy ! calls aloud 
■For coftly draughts, inundant bowls of .joy« 
Rivers of rich regalement! Teas of blifs ! 
Seas without fttore ! infinity of fweets ! 

And yet, unlefs fage reafon join her hand 
In pleafure^sjpurchafe, pleafure is unfurei 
And yet, unlefs oeconomy's confent 
Legitimate expence, fome gracelefs mark, 
•Some fymptom ill-concealM, (hall, foon or lato» 
Burft like a pimple from the vicious tide 
Of acid blood, proclaiming want's difeafe, 
Amidft the bloom of fliew. The fcanty ftreara 
Slow-loitering in its channel, feems to vie 
With Vaga's depth; but fhould the fedgy power 
Vain-glorious empty his penurious urn 
O'er the rough rock, how mii^ his fellow ftreams 
Deride the tinklings of the boaftive rill I 

I n^t afpire to mark the dubious path 
That leads to wealth, to poets markM in vain! 
But, ere felf-flattery footh the vivid breaft 
With dreams of fortune near ally'd to fame, 
Refle£l hc^v few, who charmM the liftening ear 
Of fatrap or of king, her fmiles enjoy'd ! 
Confider well, what meagre alms repay'd 
The great Maonian, fire of tuneful fong, 
And prototype of all that foar'.d fublime. 
And left dull cares below 5 what griefs impelled 

R a The 
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The modefl: bard of leamM Eliza'g reign 
To fwcll with tears his MuUa^s parent ftream. 
And mourn aloud 4hef)ang*'<' to* ridei to run, 
'<« To fpcrid, to g»ve,> to want, to be undone.** 
Why fliould I tell of Cowley's penfivc Mufe 
3clov'd in- vain ? too copious is my theme ! 
Which of your boafted race might hope reward 
Xike loyal Butler, when the liberal Charles, 
The judge of wit, perusM the fprightly page. 
Triumphant o'er his foes? Believe not ^ope. 
The poet's parafite ; but. learn alone 
To fpare the fcanty boon. the fates decree. 
Poet and rich-! 'tis fbloeciim extreme! 
""Tiy heightened contradi6lion ! in his fi-amc^ 
In every nerve and fibre of. his.fou]. 
The latent feeds and principles jof want 
Has nature wove $ and fate confiiin'd the clue^ 

Nor yet defpair to ihua the.ruder gripe 
Of penury ; with niccprecifipn learn 
A dollar's value* . Forempft in.the page 
That marks th' cxpence.of e^h revolving yeas^ 
Place inattention. Wb^n the Ivfi. pf praife^ 
•Or honour's falie ide^, tempts, thy foul 
To flightfmgajity, s^ure, thine heart 
That danger 's near- ,T1ua per^fliabk mfk 
Js no vain ore. Itis. thy liberty. 
It fetters mifers, but it muft alone 
Enfranchiie thee. The world, the cit-liko WCrldt* 
JBids thee bewax^i thy littk craft, efi^yj 
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Nofi piddling with a tea-fpoon^s (lender fornix 
See with foup-ladles devils gormandize. 

Oeconomy ! thou good old aunt ! whofe mien 
Furrowed with age and care the wife adore, 
The wits contemn ] referving ftill thy ftorer 
To chear thy friends at laft ! why with the cit. 
Or booklefs' churl, with each ignoble name. 
Each earthly nature, deign'ft thou to refide ? 
And, Shunning all who by thy favours crown'd 
Might glad the world, to feek feme vulgar mind 
Inspiring pride*, and felfi/h ihapes of ill ? 

Why with the old, infirm, and impotent, 
And childlefs', love to dwell ; yet leave the bread: 
Of youth, tinwam*d, unguided, uninformM ? 
Of youth, to whom tliy monitory voice 
Were doubly kind ? for fure to youthful eyes 
(How ihoit foe*er it prove) tl\e road of life 
Appears protra6led ; fair on either fide 
The Love$, the Graces play, on Fortune's child- 
Profufely fmiling 5 well might you effay 
The fiiigal plan, the lucrative employ. 
Source of their favour all the live-long day. 
But Fate afTents not. Age alone contra£^s 
His meagre palm, to clench the tempting bant 
Of all his peace, the glittering feeds of care ! 

O that the Mufe's voice might pierce the ear 
Of generous youth. ! for youth deferves her fongf • 
Youth, is fair virtue's feafon, virtue then 
Kcqiiires the ppuner's hand ^ the fequent ftagc. 
It barely vegetates j norloAg thcfpacc 
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Ere robbed of wai'mth its arid trunk difplay 
Fell winter's total reign. O lovely fourcc 
Of generous foibles, youth ! when opening mind> 
Are honeft as the light, lucid as air, 
As foftering breezes kind, as linnets gay. 
Tender as buds, and lavifh as the fpring ! 
Yet, haplefs (late of man ! his earlieft youth 
Cozens itfelf; his age defrauds mankind. ' 

Nor deem it ftrange that rolling years abrade' 
The focial biafs. Life's exteniive page 
What does it but unfold repeated proofs 
Of gold's omnipotence? With patriots, friends. 
Sickening beneath its ray, enervate fome. 
And others dead, whofe putrid name exhales 
A noifomc fcent, the bulky volume teems. 
With kinfmen, brothers. Tons, moifteniiig the (hroud. 
Or honouring the grave, with fpecious grief 
Of ihort duration i foon in fortune's beams 
Alert, and wondering at the tears they fhed. 

But who (hall fave by tame profaic firain 
Tliat glowing breaft, where wit with youth confpires 
To fweeten luxuiy ? The fearful Mufe 
Shall yet proceed, though by the fainteft gleam 
Of hope infpir'd, to warn the train (he loves* 

PART THE SECOND. 

IN feme dark feafon, when the roifty fhowcr 
Obfcures the fun, and faddens all the iky ; 
When limiets drop the wing, nor grove nor ftrcam 
Invites thee forth, to iport thy drooping Mufe } 
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Seize the dull hour> nor with regret afllgn 
To worldly prudence. She nor nice nor coy 
Accepts the tribute of a joylefs day ; 
She fmiles well-pleasM^ when wit and mirth recede. 
And not a Grace, and not a Mufe will hear. 
Then, from majeftic Maro's awful ibain^ 
Or towering Homer, let thine eye defcend 
To trace, with patient induftry, the page 
Of income and expence. And oh ! beware 
Thy breaft, felf-flattering, place no courtly fmile, 
NcH golden promife of your faithlefs Mufe, 
Nor latent mine which fortune's hand may (hew. 
Amid thy folid ftore. The fyren's fong 
Wrecks not the liftening failor, half fo fure. 
See by what avenues, what devious paths. 
The foot of want, detefted, fteals along. 
And bars each fatal pafs. Some few fliort hours 
Of'punftual cai'e, the refufe of thy year 
On frugal fchemes employed, Ihall give the Mufe 
To fing intrepid many a chearful day. 

But if too foon before the tepid gales 
Thy refolution melt ; and ardent vows. 
In wary hours preferred, or dye forgot. 
Or feem'd the forc'd effeft of hazy Ikies j 
Then, ere furprize, by whofe impetuous rage 
The mafiy fort, with which thy gentler breaft 
I not Compare, is won, the fong proceeds. 

Know too by nature's undiminifh'd law, 
Throughout her realms obey'd, the various parts 
Of deep creation, atoms, fyftems, all ! 

R 4 Attraa 
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Attraft and are attra£led ; nor prevuls the la«r 
Alone in matter ; foul alike with foul 
Aipires to join \ nor yet in fouls alone>. 
In- each idea it imbibes, is found 
The kind propcnfity,. And when tKcy meet, 
And grow familiar, various though their tribe. 
Their tampers various, vow perpetual faith : 
That, fliould the world^s disjointed frame once moitr 
To chaos yield the fway, amid the wreck 
Their union ihduldfurvive^ witli Roman warmth,. 
By facred hofpitable laws endearM, 
ShouId^ each idea recollefl its friend. 

Here then we fix ; on this perennial baie. 
£re£l thy fafety, and defy the ftorm. 
Xet foft profufion^s fair idea join 
Her hand, with poverty 5 nor here defift. 
Till, o'er the group that forms their various train 
Thou ling loud hyraeneals. Let tlie pride 
Of outward fhew in lafting leagues combine 
With fhame thread-bare ; the gay vermilion face 
Of rafli intemperance, be difcrcetly pair'd 
With fallow hunger i the licentious joy, 
With mean dependence 5 ev'n the dear delight 
Of fculpture, paint, intaglios, books, and coinsj 
Thy breaft, fagacious prudence ! ihall conne6l 
With filth and beggary i nor difdain to link 
With black infolvency. Thy foul alarmM 
Shall fliun the fyren's voice 5 nor boldly dare 
To bid the foft enchantrefs (hare thy.breaft. 
With fuch B train of honrid fiends conjoined. 
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Kor think, ye fordid race ! ye groveling minds ! 
T frame the fong for you I for you, the Mufc 
Could otlier rules impart 5 the friendly ftrain. 
For gentler blofloms plann'd, to yours would prove 
The juice of lurid aconite, exceed 
Whatever Colchos bore 5 and in your breaft' 
Compailion, love, and friendihip, all deftroy!" 

It greatly (hall avail, if e'er thy ftorcs- 
Increafe apace, by periodic days 
Of^ annual payment, or thy patron^s boon, 
The lean revvard'of grofs unbounded' praife ! ' 
It much avails, to feize the prefent hour. 
And, undeliBerating, call around 
Thy hungry creditors ; their horrid rage 
When once appeasM, the fmall remaining ftore 
Shall rife in weight tenfold, in luftre rife. 
As gold improved by many a fierce aflay. 
'Tis thus the frugal hufbandman disefts 
His narrow ftream, if, o'er its wonted bank^ 
By fudden rains impelPd, it proudly fwell ; 
His timely Imnd through better tra6ls conveys 
The quick decreafing tide 'y ere borne along 
Or through the wild morafs, ou cultur'd field. 
Or bladed grafs mature, or barren fands,. 
It flow deftrufti ve, or it flow in vain ! 
But happieft he who fan£lifies expence- 
By prefent pay I who fubjefts not his fame 
To ti'adefmens varlets, nor bequeaths his name. 
His honoured name, to deck the vulgar page 
Of bafe mechanic, fordid, unilncere ! 

There haply, while thy Mufe fublimely foars 

Beyond 
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Beyond this earthly fphere, in heaven's abodes. 
And dreams of neftar and ambrofial fweets. 
Thy growing debt ftcals unregarded o'er 
The punftual record j till nor Phoebus felf, 
Nor (age Minerva's art, can aught avail - 
To foothe the nithlefs dun's detefted rage. 
Frantic and fell, with many a curfe profane 
He loads the gentle Mufe j then hurls tliee down 
To want, remorfe, captivity, and ihame. 

Each public place, the glittering haunts of men. 
With houror fly. Why loiter near thy bane ? — 
Why fonclly linger on a hoftile /hore, 
Difarm'd, defencelefs ? why require to tread 
The precipice ? or why alas to breatlie 
A mogient's fpace, where every breeze is death? 
Death to thy future peace I Away, colleft 
Thy diflipated mind j conti*a6l thy train 
Of wild ideas o'er the flowery fields 
Of (hew difFiis'd, and fpeed to fafer dimes* 
Oeconomy prefents her glafs, accept 
The faidiful mirror ; powerful to difclofe 
A thonfand forms, unfeen by carelefs eyes» 
That plpt thy fate. Temptation, in a robe 
Of Tyrian dye, with every fweet perfum'd, 
Befets thy fenfe ; extortion follows clofe 
Her wanton ftep, and ruin brings the rear. 
Thefe and the reft (hail her myfterious glafs 
£mb«dy to thy view 5 like Venus -kind. 
When to her labouring fon, the vengeful powers 
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That urg'd the fall of Ilium, fhe difplayM, 

He, not imprudenty at the fight declined 

The unequal eonflifl, and decreed to raife 

The Trojan welfiare on fome happier fliore* 

For here to drain thy fwelling purfe await 

A thoufand arts, a thoufand frauds attend, 

'^ Xhe cloud- wrought canes, the gorgeous fnuff4}0xw, 

*« The twinkling jewels, and the gold etwee, 

<< With all its bright inhabitants, fliall wafte 

" Its melting (lores, and in the dreary void 

*' Leave not a doit behind." Ere yctexhauft 

Its ftimfy folds offend thy pen five eye, 

Aviray! embofom'd deep in diftant. fiiades. 

Nor feen nor feeing, thou mayft vent thy fcom. 

:pf lace, embroidery, purple, gems, and gold ! 

There of the farded fop, andeflenc'd beau. 

Ferocious with a ftoic's frown difclofe 

Thy manly fcom, averfe to tinfel pomp 5 

And fluent thine harangue. But can thy foul 

Deny thy limbs the radiant grace of drefs, 

Where drefs is merit ! where thy graver friend 

Shall wilh thee bumifli'd ! where the fprightly fair 

DeinaQd embelliihment ! ev^n Delia's eye. 

As in a garden, roves, of hues alone 

Inquirent, curious ? Fly the curft domain ,j; 

Thefe are the realms of luxury and fliewj 

1^0 claflic foil : away ! the bloomy fpring 

A.ttra6ls thee hence j the waning autumn warns.j 

Tly to thy native fliades, and dread ev'n there. 

Left 
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Left bufy fancy tempt thy narrow ftate 

Beyond its bounds. Obferve Florelio^s mien* 

Why treads my friend with melaricholy ftep 

That beauteous lawn ? why penfive ftrays his eye 

O'er ftatues, grottoes, urns', by critic art 

Proportioned fair ? or from his- lofty dome. 

Bright glittering through thie grove, returns bSscye 

Unpleas^d, difconfolate ? And is it love, 

Difaftrous love, that robs the fini/h'd fcenes* 

Of all their beauty ? centering ail in her 

His foul adores ? or from a blacker caufc 

Springs this remorfeful gloom ? is confcious- gutlr 

Tlie latent fource of more than loYe's deipair? 

It cannot be within that polifliM -breaft 

Where fcience dwells, that guilt ihould harbour there; 

No ! 'tis the fad furvey of prefent want, 

And paft profiifion ! Loft to him the fwects 

Of yon pavilion, fraught with every charm 

For other eyes ; or, if remaining, proofs 

Of criminal expence ! Sweet interchange 

Of river, valley, mountaini woods, and plains ?• 

How gladfome once he rang'd your native turf, 

Vour iimple fcenes, how raptur'd ! ere expence 

Had lavifliM thoufand ornaments, and taught- 

Convenience to perplex him, art to pall. 

Pomp to de}eft, and beauty to difpleafe. 

Ob ! for a foul to all the glare of wealth'i 
To fortune's wide exhauftlefs treafury. 
Nobly fuperior ! but let caution guide 

The 
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^hc coy d^pofal of the wpalth we fcoro. 
And prudence be x>ur almoner 1 .Alas I 
The pilgrim wandering o'er feme diftant climq» 

: Sworn £oe of ararice I not difdains to learn 
Its coin''s imputed worth,; the deftin'd means 
To fmooth his padage'to the favoured (hrine. 
Ah let not us^ who. tread this ilranger-worlcl^ 
Het none who fojoum on the realms of life. 
Forget the land is mercenary ; norwafte 
His fare, ere landed on no venal ihore. 
Let never bard ^onfultPalladio's rules ; 

. Let never bard, O Burlington ! furvey 
Thy learned art, in Chifwick's dome difplay'c^g 
Dangerous incentive ! nor witli lingering eye 
-Suilrey. the winjdow Venice calls her ow;n. 
Bettcrfor him, with no ingrateful Mule, 
To fing a requiem to that gentle foul 
Who planned the fky-light; which to lavilh bardb 
Conveys alone the pure etherial ray. 
For garrets him, and fqualid walls await, 
Unlefs, prefageful, from this friendly ftrain. 
He gleaxi advice, and fhun the fcribbler's doonpi^j 

.PART the THIRD. 

^^ ET.oncc again, aifd to thy doubtful fate 
^ The trenibling Mufe configns thee. ErecontcmpQ 
#Or want'^s empcifonM arrow, -ridicule, 
^Transfix thy weak unguarded bieaft, behoIcU 
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' Tlic poet's rbofs, the carelefs poet's, his • 
"Who fcorns advice, fhall clofe my ferroiis lay. 

Wllen Gulliver, now great, now little deem'd^ 
The play-thing of comparifoii, arrivM 
Where learned bofoms their aerial fchemes 
Projefted, ftudious of the public weal.; 
'Mid thefe, one fubtler artift he defcry^d. 
Who cheriih'd in his diifty tenement 
The fpider's ^^'eb, injurious, to fupplant 
- Fair Albion's fleeces ! Never, never may 
^Our monarch on fuch fatal purpofe fmile^ 
-And irritate Minerva's beggar'd fons 
The Melkfhara weavers ! Here in every nook 
Their wefts they fpun ; here revel'd uncontroul'd, 
-And, like the flags from Weftminfter's high roof 
Dependent, here their fluttering textures wav'd. 
Such, fo adorn'd, the cell I mean to fing I 
<l!^elrever fqualid ! where the fnecrful maid 
Will not fatigue her hand ! broom never comes. 
That comes to all ! o'er whofe quiefcent walls 
Arachne's unmolefted care has drawn 
• Curtains fubfuflc, and fave th' expcnce of art. 

Survey thofe walls, in fady texture clad. 
Where wandering fnails in many a flimy path. 
Free, unreftrain'd, their various journeys crawl j 
^ Peregrinations ftrange, and labyrinths 
Confus'd, inextricable ! fuch the clue 
Of Cretan Ariadne ne'er explain'd ! 
i fiboks ! angles ! crooks ! and involutions wild ! 
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Mean tirat, thus filvcr'd with meanders gay. 
In mimic pride the fnail-wrought tiflue (hines, 
Perchance of tabby, or of harrateen, 
Not ill expreflive ! fuch the power of fnails. 

Behold the chair, whofe fraftur'd feat infirm 
An aged ciiOiion hides ! replete with duft 
The foUag'd velvet ; pleafing to the eye 
Of great Eliza's reign, but now the fnare 
Of we^ry gueft that on the fpecious bed 
Sits down confidinfg. Ah! difafh'ous wight! 
In evil hour and raftily doft thou truft 
The fraudful couch ! for, though in velvet casM, 
Thy fated thigh ihall kifs the dufty floor. 
The traveller thus, that o'er Hibernian plains 
Hath fhap'd his way ; on beds profufe of flowers, 
Cowflip, or primrofe, or the circular eye 
Of aaifie fair, decrees to bade fupine. 
And fee ! delighted, down he drops, fecure 
Of fweet refre{hment, eafe without annoy. 
Or lufcious noon-day nap. Ah much deceived. 
Much fuffering pilgrim I thou nor noon-day nap. 
Nor fweet repofe (halt find j the falfe morafs 
In quivering undulations yields beneath 
Thy burden, in the miry gulph enclosM ! 
And who would truft appearance ? caft thine eye 
Where 'mid machines of heterogeneous form 
His coat depends ; alas ! his only coat, 
Eldeft o{ things ! and naplefs, as an heath 
Of fmall extent by fleecy myriads graz'd. 

4 Not 
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Vot difFerent have I fccn in dreary vault 
JDifplay'd, a coffin ; on each fable fide 
The texture unmolefted feems entire. 
Fraudful, when touch'd it glides to duft ^way ! 
And leaves the wondering.fwain to gape, or ftar^ 
And witii.exprefiive flirug, and piteous figh, 
Declare the fatal force of rolling years» 
-Or dire extent of ^rail mortality. 
This aged vefture, ftom of gazing beaux. 
And formal cits, (themfclves too haply fcom'd) 
3oth on its fleeve and on its (kirt, retains 
;^ull many a pin wide-fparkling : for, if e'er 
Their well-known creft met his delighted eye, 
Though wrapt in thought, commercing with the fkf^ 
'He, gently (looping, fcorri'd not to upraife. 
And en each fleeve, as confcious df thc'ir ufe. 
Indenting fix them } nor, when ann'd with thefe^ 
The cure of rents and feparations dire, 
And chafms cnormwis, did he view difmay'd 
Hedge, bramble, thicket, buih, portending fatr 
To breeches, coat and hofe 1 had any wight 
♦Of vitlgar (kill, the. tender texture ownM j 
But gave his mind to form a fonnet quaint 
' Of Silvia's fhoe-ftring, or <3f Clot's fan. 
Or fwcetly-fa(hionM tip of Celia's ear, 
Alas 1 ^-by frequent ufe decays the force 
Of mortal art ! the refraftory robe 
^Eludes the taylor's art, eludes his own ; 
Jiow J^otent oxkct, in union quaint coDJoinM ! 



See near his bed (hU bed too MMy caU'd^ 
The place -of reft, while it a Bard iuftains ; 
Pale, meftgre, Mufe-rid wight! who reads in vain* 
Narcotic volumes o>r} his candleftick, 
«Radiant machine, when from the plaftic hand 
Of Afulciber, the mayor 6f Birminghami 
The engine iiTued $ now alas difguisM 
By many an unHuous tide, that wandering down* 
Its fides congeal ; what he, perhaps, eflays 
With humour forc'd^ and ill-diflembled fmile, 
Idly to liken to the poplar^s trunk 
'When o'er its bark the lucid amber, ^Vound 
In many a plcafing fold, incrufis the tree% 
Or Aiits him more the winter's candy-d thorn^ 
When from eacli branch, anneard, the works of froft 
Pervafive, radiant ificles depend f 
, How iball I fing the varioxis ill that waiM 
The careful fonneteer ? or who can paint 
The fliifts enonnous, that in vain he forms 

To patch Lis panelel's window 5 to cement 

His batterM tea-pot, , ill-retentive Vafe? 

To war with ruin ? anxious to conceal 

"VVanVs fell appearance, of the real ill 

IsJor foe, nor fearful. Ruin unforeieen 

Invades his chattels j ruin will invade ; 

"VVill claim his whole invention to repair, 

T^or^ of the gift, for tuneful ends defignM) 

^/Vllow one part to decorate his (bng. 

-vVhile ridicuky with ever-pointing hand 

<:;onfcioui of every Ihift, of every fliift • * 

S Indi- 
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Indicative, his inmoft plot betrays. 
Points to the nook, which he his Aiidy calls 
Pon^)ous and vain ! ibr thus he might edeem 
His cheft, a wardrobe ; purfe, a treaiury i 
And fhew€, to crown her fuH difplay, himfelf. 
One whom the powers above, in place of hp^th^ 
And wonted vigour j of paternal col;. 
Or little farm j of bag, or fcrip, or ftaft 
Cup, difh, fpoop, plate, or worldly .uteniiU 
A poet frana'd j yet fram'd not to repine, 
Axwl wi(h the cobler^s loftieft fite his own ; 
Kor, partial as they feem, upbraid the fates^ 
Who to the humbler mechanifmy joinM 
Goods fo Aiperior, fuch exalted blifs 1 

See with wliatToeming eafe, what labourM placet 
He, haplefs hypocrite ! refines his nail, 
His chief ^muiement ! then how feignM, how forc'd^ 
That care-defying fonnet, which implies • 
His debts difcharg*d, and he of half a crowa 
In full poflfeiCon* umcoatefted right 
And property i Yet ah ! whoe'er <thi$ wight 
Admiring yiew> if iitch tiiere be, diftnift 
The vain pretence 4 theXrailes that harbour grief 
As lui:ks the ferpent deep in lowers enwreath-d. 
Forewarn*d, be frugal ^ or witli prudent rage 
Thy pen demolifii.j chufe the.truftier flail. 
And blefs.thofe labours which the choice infpir*d« 
But if thou view 'A a vulgar mtndy a wight 
Of common fen&, vwtho feeks no brighter nanie» 
Him envy, him admire^ him,, from thy breaft> 
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.Prcfcient of future dignities, falute 
Sheriff, or mayor^ in comfortable fur$ 
£n"wrapt, , fccure : nor yet tlie laureates crown 
In thought exclude him ! He perchance ihall rife 
To nobler heights than forefight can decree. 

When, fir'd with wrath, for his intrigues difplay*d 
In many an idle fong, Saturnian Jo\t 
VowM fure ^cllruftion to the tuneful racej 
Ap^>ea8M by fuppliant Phcebus, *« Bards, he faid. 
Henceforth of plenty, wealth, and pomp debarr'dy 
But fed by frugal cares, miglit wear the bay 
Secure of thunder." — Low the Delian bow'dy 
Nor at th' invidious favour dar'd repine. 

The R U I N'D ABBEY; 

O R, 

The effects of SUPERSTITION. 

A T length fair peace with olive crownM regains 
-^^- Her lawful throne, and to the facred haunts 
Of wood or fount the frighted Mufe returns. 

Happy tlie Bard, who, from his native hills. 
Soft muling on a fummer's eve, furveys 
His azure ftreara, with penfile woods enclosed ! 
Or o'er the glafly furface, with his friend. 
Or faithful fair, through bordering willows green 
"Wafts his fniall frigate. Fearlefs he of ftiouts. 
Or taunts, the rhetoric of the watery crew 
That ape coi^fufion from the realms they rule I 

S z Fta»* 
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Fcailers of thefe ; who fhares the gentler voice 
Of peace and mufic ; birds of fwceteft fong 
Attune from native boughs their various lay. 
And chear the foieft ; birds of brighter plume 
With bufy pinion ikim the glittering wave, 
And tempt the fun ; ambitious to difplay 
Their feveral merit, while the vocal flute. 
Or numbered verfe, by female voice endear'd. 
Crowns his delight, and mollifies the fceiie. 

If folitude his wandering fteps invite 
To fome more deep recefs (for hours there are, 
When gay, when ibcial minds to friendfhip's volccy 
, Or beauty's charm, her wild abodes prefer) ^ 
H6w pleas'd he treads her venerable fhadcs. 
Her folemn courts ! the centre of the grove 1 
The root-built cave, by far-extended rocks 
Arpund embofom'd, liow it ibothes the foul i 
If fcoop'd at firft by fuperftitious hands 
The rugged cell received alone the (heals 
Of bigot minds, religion dwells not here. 
Yet virtue pleased, at intervals, retires : 
Yet here may wifdom, as {he walks the maz^ 
Some ferious truths colleft, the rules of life. 
And ferious truths of mightier weight than gold ! 

I aik not wealth j but let me hoard with care. 
With frugal cunning, with a niggard's art, 
A few fixM principles j in early life. 
Ere indolence impede the fearch, explored. 
Then, like old Latimer, when age impairs 
My judgment's eye, when quibbling fchcols attack 
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My grqundcd hope^ or /libtler wits deride. 

Will I not blufh to ihun the vain debate^ 

And this mine anfwer j " Thus, 'twas tlius I thoiigblj 

<< JT^y mind yet vigorous, and my foul entire $ 

" Thus will I think, averfe to liften more 

<* To intricate difcudion, prone to ftray. 

** Perhaps my reafon may but ill defend 

** My fettled faith 5 my mind, with age impaired, 

*< Too fure its own infirmities declare, 

'< But I am armM by caution, ftudious youtli, 

** And eai-ly forefight; now the winds may rife, 

« The tempeft whittle, and the billows roar j 

** My pinnace rides in port, defpoilM and worn, 

<« Shattered by time and ftorms, but while it (huns 

** Th' inequal conflift, and declines the deep, ' 

•< Sees the ftrong vefTel fluctuate lefs fecure." 

Thus while he ftrays, a thoufand rural fcenes 
Suggeft i)iftru6lion, !ind in(b-u£ling pleaie. 
And fee betwixt the grove's extended arms 
An abbty^s rude remains attrafl thy view. 
Gilt by the mid-day fun : with lingering ftcp 
Produce thine axe, (for, aiming to deftroy 
Tree, branch, or fhade, for never (hall thy breaft 
Too long deliberate) with timorous hand 
Remove tli' obftruftive bough 5 nor yet refufe, . . 
Though iighing, to deftroy that favourite pifte> 
Rais'd by thine hand, in its luxuriaiit prime 
Of beau^ fair, that fcrecns the vaft remaini* 
Aggrieved but conttant as the Roman iire, 

S3 . The 
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The rigid Manliusy when his conquering Ton- 
Bled by a parentis voice ^ tlie cruel meed 
Of virtuous ardour, timelcfsly difplayM j 
Nor ceafe till^ through the gioomy road, tho pile 
Gleam unobftru(5led j thither eft thine eye 
Shall fwcetly wander j. thence retuniing, foothc 
With penfive fcenes thy philofophic mind, 

Thci'e were thy haunts, thy opulent abodes^ 
• O fuperftition ! hence the dire difeafe, 
(Balanced with which the fam*d Athenian peft 
Were a fliort head-ach, were the trivial pain 
Of tranfient indigeftioo) feizM mankind. 

Long time fhe rag'd, and fcarce a fovthern galo 
Warm*d our chill air, unloaded with the threats 
Of tyrant Rome j but futile all, till flie, 
Kome's abler legate, magnify *d iheir power. 
And in a thoufand horrid forms attir'dr 

Where then was truth to fanftify the page 
Of Britiih -annals? if a foe expirM, 
The perjur'd monk fuborn'd infernal (hrieks, * 
And iiends to fnatch at the departing ibul 
With heili(h emulation. If a friend. 
High o'er his roof exultant angels tune 
Their golden lyres, and waft him to the ikies. 

What then were vows, were oaths, were plighted 
faith? 
The fovcreign*s juft, the fubjeft's loyal pa6l. 
To cherilh mutual good, annuird ai^d vain. 
By Roman magic, grew an idle fcroU 
' Ere the frail fan^ion of the wax was cold. 

Widi 
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tVkh thee» * Plantagenet &om civil broilf 
The landi' a while r^fpirM, and all was peace.r 
Then Becket rofe, and, impotent of miiid^ 
From regal courte with lawlcfs-futy marched 
The church's blood-ftainM- convi^is/ and forgave f • 
Bid murderous pne(l;8>the fovereign frown^ contemn,- 
And with unhallowM crofiev bruised the Crown. 

Yet yielded not fupinely tame a prince 
Of Henry'* virtues j. learnMy courageous, wife^ 
Of fair ambi^on . Long his* regal foul 
Firm and ereft tlie peeviih prieft exilM, 
And bravM the fuiy of revengeful Romcw 
In vain ! let one faint malady difRife 
The penfive- gloom which fuperftition loves. 
And fee him, dwindled to a recreant groom. 
Rein the proud palfrey whilft the prieft afcends f 

Was" t Coeur-de-lion- blcft with whiter days ?' 
Here the cowl'd zealots with united ctitfs 
Urg'd the crufadej and fee, of half his ftores 
Defpoird the wretch, whofe wifer bofom chofe 
To blefs his friends, his race, his native land. 

Of ten fair funs that roH'd their annual race. 
Not one beheld him on his vacant throne; 
While liaughty J Longchamp, "mid his livery'^d files 
Of wanton vafTals, fix)il'(d Ws faithful realm. 
Battling iif foreign fields* 5 collefting wide 
A laurel harvefl for a pillag'd land. 

S 4. Oh 
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OK dear<<tboiighttrofdiie8 ! wben a pcince defert& 
His droopiag seafas, to pluok. the banvn (psxyt ! 

When faithlefs John ufui;p'4 die .fully *d <rown. 
What ampk iyramny I the groaning land 
Deen^M eiirth> deem'd heawn its foe 1 fix tedious years^ 
Our lielplel^ fatliers in. dcfpair obeyM 
The papal in(erdi£l $ and who obeyM, 
The foverelgn pIunderM. O inglorious days ! 
When fhii French tyrant^ by the futile gra&t 
Of papal refcriplky clatmM Britannia's throne^ 
And durft invade i. be fuch inglorious days 
Or hence forgot^ or not recalled in vain ! 

Scarce had tlie torturM «ar dtyt&ied heard 
Rome^s loud anathema, but heartlefs, dead 
To every purpofe, men nor wiih*d to live,. 
Nor dar'd to die.. The poor laborious liiad 
Heard the dire curfe, and from his trembling haa<| 
Fell the negle6led crook that ruPd the plain. 
Thence jpurseyiDg home, in every cloud he, fees 
A vengeful angel, in wliofe waving fcroli 
Ht reads damnation i fees its fable train 
Of grim attendants, penciPd, by defpair ! 

The weary pilgrim from remoter climes 
Bf painful Heps arrived i his home, his friendt». 
His offspring left, to laviJh on the ihrine 
Of fome far-honour*d iaint his coftly flores^ 
Inverts his footilep^ fickens at the fight 
pf the baiV'd fane, and filent iheds his tear. 

The wretch whofe hope by ftern opprcffion chasM 
Fcom every eaithly blifs> ftill as.it faw 

Tri. 
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Triumphant' wrong, took w'mg, and fltew to heaveh. 
And refted there, now Tnowm'd his rduge teft 
And wonted peace. The j&crsd fatie was barrM, 
And the lone altar, where the mourners tiirong'd 
To fupplicate remiflion, fmok'd no more j 
While the green weed l\ixuriant round uprofe* 
Someltom tkeir desAh-bcd, whofe deliriotn faith 
Through ev«y ftage of life to Rome's decrees 
Ohfequiousy humbly hop''d to die in peace. 
Now faw the ghaftly king approach, begirt 
In tenfold terrors ; now expiring heard 
The laft loud clarion foui^d, and heaven's decree- 
Witli unijemitting vengeance bar the ikies. 
Nor light the grief, by fuperilition weigh'd. 
That their difhononrM corfe, Ihut from the verge 
Of hallowM earth, or tutelary fane,. ^ 
Muft fleeji with ftrutes their vaffals } on the field ^ 
Urilieath fome path, in marie unexorcisM t 
No folemn bell extort a neiglibour's tear I. 
No tongue of prieft pronounce their foul fecure t' 
Nor fondeft friend afiure their peace obtsinM ! 
The prieft I alas, fo boundlefs was the ill l, 
He, like the Hock he pillag'd, pin*d forlorn ; 
The vivid verriieil fled his fady cheek, 
Afid his big paunch, diftended with the fpoil* 
Of lialf his flock X emaciate, groan'd beneath 
Superior pride, and mightier luft of power I 
*Twas now Rome's fondeft friend, whole meagre hand 
Told to the midnight lamp his holy beads 

- * With 
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With nice precifion, felt the deeper wound 
As his gullM foul revered the conclave more. 

Whom did the ruin fpare ? for wealth, for power9> 
Birth, honour, virtue, enemy, and friend. 
Sunk hlgiplefs in the dreary gulph involv'd $ 
And one capricious curfe enveloped all ! 

Were kings fecure ? in towering ftations bonv 
In flattery nurs'd, inur'd to fcom mankind. 
Or view diminiih'd from their fite fublime j 
As when a fliepherd, from the lofty brow 
Of fome proud cliff, furveys his leffening flock 
In fnowy groups diffufive, feud the vale, 

A while the furious menace John retum'd^ 
And breath'd defiance loud. Alas I too foon- 
Allegiance fickening faw its fovereign yield. 
An arigry prey to fcruples not his own. 
The loyal foldier, girt around with flrength. 
Who ftole from mirth and wine his blooming y€ar»^ 
And feizM the fauchion, refolute to guard 
His fovereign' s right, impalfyM at the news. 
Finds the firm bias of his foul reversM 
For foul defertion ; drops the lifted fteel,. 
And quits fame's noble harveft, to expire 
The death of Monks, of furfeit, and of (loth f . 

At length fatigued with wrongs, the fervile king 
Draiu'd from his land its fmall remaining ftorcs 
To buy remiffion. But could thefe obtain ? 
No I refolute in wrongs the priefts obdur'd { 
Till crawling bafc^o Rome's deputed' flave 

ft Hit 
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Hiti fahlfcy his ][>eop)e, and his crown, he gave. 
Mean monarch ! (lighted, brav'd, abhorrM before* 

And now, appeasM by delegated fway. 
The wi^y pontiff fcoi-ns not to recall 
His interdictions. Now thef facred doorS' 
Admit r^entstnt multitudes, prepared 
To buy deceit; admit obfequious tribes 
Of fatraps ! princes ! crawling to the ihrine 
Of fainted'Tiilainy ! the pompous tomb 
Dazzling with gems and gold, or in a cloud 
Of incenfe wre^th^d, amidft a drooping land 
That figh'd for bread ! "Tis thus the Indian clov© 
Difplays its verdant leaf, its crhnfon flower. 
Arid (hedsi its odours ; while the flocks around 
HuHgry and laint the barren fands explore 
In vain ! . nor plant nor herb endears the foil i 
DsaitCd and exhauft to fwell its thirfty pores. 
And fumifli luxury.— Yet in vain 
Britannia ftrove ; and whether artful Rome 
Carcfs'd or curs'd her, fuperftition rag'd 
And blinded, fettered, and defpoil-d the land. 

Af length fome murderous monk, with poifonous aj^ 
Expell'd the life his brethren robbed of peace. 

Nor yet furceas'd with John's difaftrous fate 
Pontific fury ! Englilh wealth exhauft, 
The fequent reign * beheld the beggar'd ihore 
Orim with Italian ufurers j prepared 
To lend, for griping unexampled hire. 

To 

* Heory III. who cancePd the Magna Charta* . 
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To lend*^what Rome might pills^e uncontrord. 

For now with mora extenfive havoc rag'd 
Relentlefs Gregory, with a thoufkiwi arts, 
And each rapacious, bom to drain the world I 
,Nor fhail the Mafe repeat^ how oft he blew 
The croife's tixiiupet ; then for fums of goid 
^ Annuird the vow, and bade the falfe alarm 
Swell the grofs hoards of Henry, or his own. 
Nor ihall fhe tell, how pontiih darM repeal 
The heft of charters I dar'd abfolve the tyte 
Of Britifh kings by legal oath reftnUn^d. 
Nor can flie dwell on ai^ofies of gold 
From Albion's realm to fervile fliores conrey'd^ 
Wrung from her fons, and ipeedcd by her kingsl 
Oh irkfome days ! when wicktd throned combine 
With papal craft, to gull their native land ! 

Such was our fattf^ while Rome's director taugkt 
Of fub^e6ts, born to be their monarches prey, 
To toil for monks, for gluttony to toil, 
For vacant gluttony i extortion^ frttud^ 
For avarice, envy, pride, revenge, aild fhtfrne ! 
•^ O dodlrine breath'd from Stygian caves ! exhaled 
From inmoft Erebus I — Such Henry's reign ! 
Urging his loyal realm's reluAant hand 
To wield the peaceful iword, by John ere while 
Forc'd from its fcabbard $ and with bumifti^d buKt 
Effay the favage cure, domeftic war ! 

And now fome« nobler fpirits cha&'d the milk 
Of general darknefs. Groited * now adorned 

The 

♦ Bifliop of Lhicoln, called Malleus Rcmaiiorum. 
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The mitred w^^th he wore, ^ith wafon's fword 
Staggering delu(iqn's frauds ; at length beneath 
Home's interdi^ expiring calmj reiign'd 
No vulgar fi>ul that darM to heaven appeal ! 
Sut ah this fertile glebe, this fair domain. 
Had well nigh <eded to the ilothf al ha^ds 
Of monks libidinous j ere Edward" & care 
The lavifl) ha^d of death-bed fear reftrain'd*. 
Vet was he cleai* of fuperftition^c -taint ? 
He too, mifdeemf ul of his wholefome law, . 
Ev'n he, expiring^ gave his treafur'd gold 
To fatten monks on. Salem's diftant foil ! 

Yes, the third Edward's breaft, to papal fway 
So little pronCy and £erce in honour's caufe, 
dould fuperf^ition<^uell! before the lowers 
'Of haggard Paris, at the thunder's voice . 
He drops the fword, a7id (igns ignoble peace! 

But ftill the night by Romifh art difFus'd 
*Colle6^S her clouds, and with flow pa^e recedes. . 
V/hen, by foft Bourdeau's. braver queen approY'4, 
Bold Wickliff role.: and while the bigot power 
Amidft her native darknefs (kulk'd iecure» 
The demon vaniih'd as he fpread the day. 
'So from his boibm Cacus breath'd of old 
The pitchy cloud, and in, a night; of £aioke 
Secure a while his recreant life fu0ain'd $ 
Till fi^m'd Alcidcs, o'er his fubtkd: wile» 
Victorious, chear'd thp i-avag'tj nations rouQfL 

Haily hongvr'd Wickliif! enterprizijt^g f^ I 
An Epicu^i}^ ii^ t);e 4^3^ of trufh ! 

■ 4 ' For 
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For 'tis not radiant funs, the jovial hours 
Of youthful fpring, an aether all ferenc. 
Nor all the verdure of Campania's vales, 
iCan chafe religious gloom! *T»s reafon, thotigh^ 
The light, the radiance- that pervade* the foul, 
And Iheds its beams on heaven's myfterious fvray I 
As yet this light but glimmered, and again 
Error prevailed ; while kings by force uprais'd 
Let loofe the rage of bigots on their foes. 
And feek aife6Vion by the dreadful boon 
vOf licens'd murder* "Ev'n Ihc kindeft prince. 
The moft extended breaft, the royal Hal I 
.All unrelenting heard the Lollards cry 
:JBurft from the centre of remorfelefs flames 5 
T'heir fhrieks endurM ! Oh ftain to martial praife^ 
When Cobhara, generous as- the nbblepeer 
That wears his honours, payM the^atal price 
Of virtue blooming ere the ftorms were laid! 

'Twas thus, alternate, trut^^s pr«carious flame 
Decayed or ilouriftiVi. With malignant eye 
The pontiff faw Britannia^s golden fleece. 
Once all his own, invefl her worthier fons ! 
.Her verdant vall^s, and her fertile plains. 
Yellow with grain, abjure his ^hatefulfway I 
Eflfay'd his ittmoft art, and inly own'd 
No labours bore proportion to the prize. 

So when the tempter viewM, with envious ejt. 
The firfb fair pattern of the female frame, 
.All naturels beauties m one form difplayM, 
And centering there, in-vriid amaze he ftood | 

Tkea 
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"Then only envying heaven's creative hand : 
WifhM to his gloomy reign his envious arts 
Might win this prize, and doubled every fnare. 

And vain were reafon, courage, learning, all. 
Till power accede : till Tudor's wild caprice 
SmiJe on their <:aufe ; Tudor, whofe tyrant reiga 
With mental freedom crown'd, the beft of kings 
Might envious view, and ill prefer their own ! 
Then Wolfey rofe, by nature form*d to feck 
Ambition's trophies, by addreft to win. 
By temper to enjoy— whofe humfbler birth 
Taught the gay fcencs of pomp to dazzle more. 

Then from its towering height with horrid found 
Rufh'd the proud abbey. Then the vaulted roofs. 
Torn from their walls, difclos'd the wanton fcene' 
Of monkifti chaftity ! Each angry friar 
Crawl'd from his bedded ihrumpet, muttering low 
An ineffeftual curfe. The pervious nooks 
That, .ages paft, «onvey'd the guileful prieft 
To play foine image on the gaping crowd. 
Imbibe the novel day-light ; and expofe 
Obvious the fjraudful enginery of Rome. 
As though this opening dearth to neither redxn^ 
Should fla(h meridian day, t]ie hooded race 
Shudder aba(h*d to find their cheats difplay'd : 
And, coufcious of their guilt, and pleased to wave 
Its fearful meed, refign'd their fair domain. 

Nor yet Aipine, nor void of rage, retir'd 
' The peft gigantic j whoft revengeful ftrokfi 

Ting'd 
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Ting'd the red annals of Maria's reigtt. 
When from the tendereft breaft each wayward prieft 
Could baniih mercy and implant a Hend ! 
When cruelty tlie funeral pyre uprearM, 
And bound religion there, and £r'd the bafs ! 
When the fame blaze, ^hich on «ach tortnrM limb- 
Fed with luxuriant rage, in every face 
Triump^xaatfakii appeared, and fimling liope. 
O bleft Eliza 1 from, thy piercing beam 
Forth flew this hated Bend, th« child of Rome; 
Driven' to tlie verge o£ Albion, ling^M there. 
Then with her' J^wcs receding, caft behind 
Onp angry frowm, and fought mwe fcrvilc climes. 
Henceforth they plyM the long-continued tafle 
Of righteoua havock, covering diftant fields 
With the wroiigiit i«iiixiaats of the ihatter'd pile.. 
Whiffi thcough ^ land the mufin^ pilgrim fees 
A traft of brighter green, aad in theraidfl 
Appears amouidfring wall, with ivy crown'd j 
Or Gothic twaK% pride of ancient days! 
Now but of uifi to grace a rural fcene 5 
To bound ouf viftas> and to glad the fons 
"iOf Ge(|i^;s reign^ referv'd for fairer times ! 
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LOVE AND HON O U R- 

« Sed neque Medoram fylvas, ditiffinia terra 
** Nee pulcher Ganges, atque auro turbidus Haemiis» 
** Laudibtss Angligenum certent : non Ba6lra, nee Indi» 
** Totaque thtiriferis Panchaia pinguis arenis.*' 

L£ T the green olive glad Heiperian ihores ; 
Her tawny citron, and her orange-grovesy 
Thefe let Iberia boail i but if in vain» . 
To win the ftranger plant^s diflulive fmile. 
The Briton labours, yet our native minds. 
Our conftant bofoms, thefe, the. dazzled world 
May view with envy } thefe, Iberian dames 
Survey with fixt eileem and fond defire. 

Haplefs Elvira ! thy difaibrous fate 
May well this truth explain $ nor ill adorn ■ 
The Britifli lyrej then chiefly, if the Mufe, 
^or vain, nor partial, from the iimple guiie 
Of ancient record catch the penfive lay $ 
And in lefs groveling accents giv^ to fam^. 
Hlvira ! iovelieft maid ! th^ Iberian realm 
<Jould boail no purer breaft, no fprightlier mind, 
p4o race more fplendent, and no form Co fair. . 
S uch was tlie cliance of war, this peerlefs maid 
;Xxi life's luxuriant bloom, enrich'd the fpoil 
C>f Britiih vigors, vi&ory's nobleft pride ! 
Stie^ ihe alone^ amid the wailful train, . 
43f captive maids, aflign*d to Henry's car£ ; 
X^ord of her life* her fortune, and her fame! 

T He, 
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He, generous youth, with no penurioiis hand« 
Tte tedious moments that unjoyous roll 
Where freedom's chearfuLJt:adia^ce.j(hines no mop^ 
EiTay'd to foften 5 confcious pf the pang 
That beauty feels, to wafte.its .fleeting hours 
In fome dim fort, by fpjreign ruk reftrainM, 
Far from the haunts of men, or eye of day ! 

Sometimes, tachcat her bofom of its caies. 
Her kind protp6tor nwnberM o'er the toils 
Him^lf had worn : the. frowns of angry feas. 
Or hoilile rage, or faitblefs friend, more fell 
Than ftprm or £0^ : if haply ihe might find 
Her cajpescdinttOiiihM 5 fniitl^fs fond cflay ! 
Now to her Jovely hand, with modeft awe 
The tender lute. he gave : (be not avcrfe 
Nor deftitute pf fldlly with wijling^haml 
Call'ci forth angelic ftrain^ ; the facred debt 
Of gratitude, ;^ihc faid ; whofe juft commands 
Still might .her Jiand wth equal pride obey ! • 

Nor to tjie melting founds the nymph refused 
Hei; vocal art j harmonious, as the ftrain 
<)f fpme imprifon'd lark, who, didly chear'd- 
.?y guardian cares, repays them with a fong : 
Nor droops, nor deems fweet liberty refign'd. 

The fqng, not artlefs, Jbad ftie framM to pai^t 
Difaftrous paflion 5 how, hy tyrant laws 
Of idipt cuftom fwayMj fome foft-eyM fair 
Lov'd on?y pnc : nor dar'd that loye reveal ! 
How the foft anguiih baniCb^d from-her checjt 
The daraaik4:»fe f«U-4>lownj afevtr cam^i 
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, And from her bofomforc'd the plaintive tale, 
.Then, fwift as light, he ibught the love-lorn maii 
But vainly fought her 5 torn b^ fwifter fate 
To join the tenants of the myrtle Ihade, 
..Love's mourttful vi6titns on the plains below. 
Sometimes, as. fancy (poke the pleafmg talk, 
. She taught her artful needle to difplay 
The various^ pi-ide of fpring : then fwift upfprung 
Thickets of myrtle, eglantine, and rofe i 
There miglit you fee, on gentle toils intent, 
A train of bufy loves ; fome pluck the flower, 
.Some twine the garland, fome with grave grimaee 
.Around a. vacant warrior caft the wreath. 
'Twas paint, 'twas life ! and fure to piercing eyes 
The warrior'^.s face depiftur'd Henry's mien. 

Now had the gwxerous chief with joy perus'd 
The royal fcroll, which to their native home 
Their ancient rightt, itninjur*d, unredeemed, 
. ReftorMthe captives. Forth with rapid hafle 
To glad his fair ElviraU ear, he fprung j 
Fir'd by the blifs he panted to convey 5 
But fir'd in .vain ! Ah! what was his amaze. 
His fond diftrefs, when.o'er her pallid face 
J)ejeftion reign'd, and.fjjom her lifelefs hand 
.Down dropt the mystle^s fair unfinifti'd flower I 
Speechlefs flie ftood j at length with accents faint, 
«< Well may niyr native (Hore, Ihe faid, refound 
* * Thy m-onacch's praife j and ere Elvira prove 
** Of thine ^forgetful, flowei*8 ftiall ceafe to feel 
** The foltcring breeze, and nature cliange her laws !'' 
T * " Ai.d- 
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And now the grateful edi£l wide alarmM 
The.Britiih hoft. Around the (miling youths 
.CallM to their native fcenes> with willing hafte 
Their fleet unmoor $ impatient of the love 
That weds each boibm to its native ibil. 
The patriot paifion fbrozig in every clime. 
How juftly theirs, who (nd no foreign fweets 
To diilipate their loves, or match their own. 

Not fo Elvira ! ihe, difaftrous maid. 
Was doubly captive ! power nor chance could I00& 
The fubtle bands ; ihe lovM her generous foe. 
She, where her Henry dwelt, her Henry finird^ 
Could term her native ihore;~her native ihore 
By him deferted, fome unfriendly ftrand. 
Strange, bleak, forlorn 1 a defert wafte and wild. 

The fleet careened, the wind propitious fiU'd* 
The fwelling fails, the glittering tranfports wslv^d 
Their pennants gay» -and halcyon^A azure wing 
With flight aufpicious ikimm'd the placid main* 

On her lone couch in tears Elvira lay. 
And chid th' ofEcious wind, the tempting fea^ 
And wifhM a ftorm as mercilefs, as tore 
Her labouring bofom. Fondly now flic ftrove 
To banifli paflion j now the valfal days. 
The captive moments, that fo fmoothly pail> 
By many an art recaird \ now from her lute 
With trembling Angers calPd the favourite founds 
Which Henry deign'd to praife \ and now eflkyM 
With mimic chains of filken filets wove 
To paint her captive Jiate \ if any fraud 

Migltt 
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Might to her love the pleating fcenes prolong. 
And with the dear idea feaft the foul. 

But now the chief retumM ; preparM to launch 
On ocean^s willing breaft, and bid adieu 
To his fkir prifoner. She, foon as Hie heard 
His hated errand, now no more concealM 
The raging flame ; but, with a fpreading bluih 
And riling figh, the latent pang difciosM. 

** Yes, generous youth ! I fee thy bofom ^ow 
With virtuous tranfport, that the taflc is thin© 
To folve my chains $ and to my weeping friends. 
And every longing relative, reftore 
A foft-ey^d'maid, a mild ofFencelefs prey I 
But know, my foldier, never youthful mind. 
Torn from llie lavi(h joys of wild expence 
By him he loath*d, and in a dungeon bound 
To languiih out his bloom, could catch the pains 
This ill-ftarrM freedom gives my tortur'd mind. 

What call I freedom? is it tliat thefe limbs. 
From rigid bolts fecure, may wander far 
From him I love ? Alas 1 ere I may boaft 
That facred bleiling, fome fuperior power 
To mortal kings, to fublunary thrones, 
Muft loofe my paflion, mud unchain my foul. 
Ev'n that I l6ath j all liberty I loath ! 
But mod the joylefs privilege to gaze 
"With cold indifference, where defert is love. 

True, I was bom an alien to thofe eyes 
I aik alone to pleafe ; ray fortune's crime ! 
And ah! this flattcr'd form by drcfs cndcarM 

T 3 To 
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To Spanish eyes, by drefs may thine offend* 
Whilft I, ill.fated maid I ordainM to ftrive 
With cuftom's load, beneath its weight expire* 

Yet Heni:y's beauties knew in foreign garb 
To vanquifh me ; his form, however difguis*d^ 
To me were fatal 1 i^o fanta(lic robe 
That e*er caprice invented^ cuftom wosc. 
Or folly fmilM on, could eclipfe thy charms. 

Perhaps by birth decreed, by fortune plac'd* 
Thy country's foe, Elvira's wanneft plea 
Seems but the fubtler accent fraud infpires j 
My tendered glances, but the fpecious flowers* 
That (hade the viper while fhe plots lier wound- 
And can the trembling candidate of love 
Awake thy fears ? and can a female breaft. 
By tics of grateful duty bound, enfnare ? 
Is there no brighter mien, no fofter fmile 
For love to wear, to dark deceit unknown ? 
Heaven fearch my foul, and if through all its cell* 
Lurk the pernicious drop of poifonous guile j. 
Full on my fencclefs head its phial'd wrath 
May fate exhauft j and for my happieft hour 
Exalt the vengeance I prepare for thee I 

Ah me I nor Heni*y's, nor his country's foe. 
On thee I gaz'd, and reafon foon difpeird 
Dim error's gloom, and to thy favour'd ifle 
Aflign'd its total merit, unreftrain'd. 
Oh ! lovely region to , the candid eye ! 
'Twas there my fancy faw the Virtues dwell. 
The Loves, the (Graces play ; and blcft tlie foil 

That 
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That nurtirr'd thee ! for furethe Virtues formM ' 
Thy generous breaftj th6 Loves, the Graces, .plann'd 
Thy fhapely limbs; Relation^ blrtli, eflay'A-' 
Their partial pbwfer m vaih ;- again I gazMi 
And Albiogi's ifle appear*cl, amidft a tra6l 
Of favage waftcs, the dau-ling. of the ikies ! 
And thou by nature formM/ by fate aflignM, 
To paint the genius of thy native (hore^ 

'Tis true, with flowers, with many a dazzling fcene 
Of bumifti'd 'plants> to- lure a female eye, 
Iberia glows : but ah ! the genial fun, 
That gilds the lemon's fruit, or fcents^e flower^ 
On Spanidi minds, a nation^s nobler boaft ! 
Beams forth" ungentle influences, • There 
Sits jealoufy enthroned, and^t each ray 
Exultant lights his flow confumtng fires* 
Not fuch thy charming region j long before 
My fwect experience taught me to decide 
Of Englifh worth, the found hadpleas'd mine car» 
Is there that favage coaft, that rude fojourn. 
Stranger to Britifli worth ? the worth which forms 
The kindcft friends f the mofl: tremendous foes j 
Firft, beft fupports of liberty and love t 
No, let fubjefted India, while ftie throws 
O'er Spanifti deeds the veil, your praife refound. 
Long as I heard, or ere in fl:ory read 
Of Englifti fame, my biafs'd partial breaft 
Wiih'd them fuccefs, and, Happieft flie, I cry'd. 
Of -woman happieft flie, who fliares the love, 
T)ie fame, the virtues, of an Englifh lord \ 

T4. And 
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And now what fliall I (ay ? bleft be the hour 
Your fair-built veflels touched th' IbeHan ihart i 
Bleft did I fay the time ? if I may blefs 
That lov'd event, let Henry's fmiles declare. 
Our hearts and cities won, will Henry's yovtk 
Forego its nobler conqueft ? will be flight 
The fbft endearments of the lovelier fpoil ? 
And yet Iberia'^ fons, with every vow 
Of lafBng faith, have fworn thele humble charms 
Were not excelled ; the (burce of all their {tains, 
And love her |uft defert, who fues for love i 
But Aies to thee, while natives figh in vain. 

Perhaps in Henry's eye (for vulgar minds 
Diflent from his) it fpreads an hateful ftain 
On honeft fame, amid his train to bear 
A female friend. Then kam, my gentle youth I 
Not love himfelf, with all the pointed pains 
That ftore his quiver, fliall feduce my foul 
From honour^s laws. Elvira once deny'd 
A conforms name, more fwift than lightning flies. 
When elements difcordant vex the flty. 
Shall blu filing from the form flie loves retire* 

Yet if the fpecious wifli, the vulgar voice 
Has titled prudence, fways a foul like thine. 
In gems or gold what proud Iberian dame 
Eclipfes me ? Nor paint the dreary ftorros 
Or hsur-breadth fcapes that haunt the boundlefs deep, 
And force from tender eyes tlie filent tear; 
When memory to the peufive maid fuggefls. 
In full contraft, the fafe domeiHc fcene 

Fct 
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For thcfe rcfign'd. Beyond the frantic rage 
Of conquering heroes brave, the female mind. 
When fteel'd by love, in love's mod horrid way 
Beholds not danger, or beholding fcorns. 
Heaven take my life, but let it crown my love." 
She ceased, and ere his words her fate decreed. 
Impatient, watchM the language of his eye : 
There pity dwelt, and from its tender fphere 
£ent looks of love, and faithlefs hopes infpirM. 

** Forgive me, generous maid, the youth returned, 
If, by thy accents charm'd, thus long I bore 
To let fuch fweetnefs plead, alas ! in vain I 
Thy virtue merits more than crowns can yield 
Of folid blifs, or happieft love beftow. 
But ere from native fhores I ploughM the main. 
To one dear maid, by virtue and by charms 
Alone endear'd, my plighted vows I gave j 
To guard my faith, whatever chance fhould wait 
My warring fword : if conqueft, fame, and fpoil, 
Grac'd my return, before her feet to pour 
The glittering treafure, and the laurel wreath j 
Enjoying conqueft tlien, and fame, and fpoil. 
If fortune frown'd adverfe, and death forbade 
The blifsful union, with my lateft breath 
To dwell on Medway's and Maria's name. 
This ardent vow deep-rooted, from my foul 
No dangers tore ; this vow my bofom fir'd 
To conquer danger, and the fpoil enjoy. 
Her (hall I leave, with fair events elate. 

Who 
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Wiio crown'd mine humbleft fortune with her love JT 
Her ihall I leave, who now perchance alone 
Climbs the proud -clifF« and chides my (low return f 
And fliall that veflel, whofe approaching fails 
Shall fwell her breaft with extaiies, convey 
Death to her hopes, and angiiiih to her foul ? 
No ! may the deep my villain-corlc devoiuTy 
If all the wealth Iberian mines conceal. 
If all tlie charms Iberian maids difclofe. 
If thine, £lvira» thine, uniting all! 
'I'hus far prevail— nor can thy virtuous breaft 
Demand, what honour, faith, and love denies/* 
<< Oh! happy (he, rejoin'd the pen five maid>< 
Who (hares thy fame, thy virtue, and thy lovt ! 
And be (he happy I thy diftinguiihM choice 
Declares her worth, and vindicates' her claim. 
Farewel my lucklefs hopes, my flattering di^eam* 
Of rapturous days- 1- my guilty fuit,- farewel ! 
Yet, fond however my plea, or deep the wound 
That waits my fame, let not the random (haf^ 
Of cenfure pierce with me th' Iberian dames : 
They love with caution, and with happier ibrs. 
And oh ! by pity movM, reftrain the taunts 
©f levity, nor brand Elvira's flame; 
Bf msrit misM ; by gratitude approved ; 
By hope confirmed j with artlefs truth revealed j 
Let, let 9ie fay, bcrt for one matchlefs maid 
Of happier biith, with mutual ardor crown'd. 

Thefe radiaht gems, which bumilh happiaefs. 
But mock misfortune, to thy favourite's hand 

a With 
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With care convey. And well may fuch adora^ 
Her chearful front, who finds in thee afone 
The fonrce of every tranfport 5 but di%race 
My penfive breaft^ which doom'd to lafting woe," 
In thee the fource of every blifs refigns; 

And now farewel, tliou darling youth ! the gei» 
Of Englifh merit I peace, content, and joy. 
And tender hopes, and young defu'es, farewel T 
Attend, ye iiniling train, this gallant mind 
Back to his native fliores 5 there fwcetly fmooth 
His evening pillow ; daiTte around his groves f 
And, where be treads,- with violets paint hi* way/ 
But leave Elvira ! leave her, now no more 
Your frail companion ! in the facred cells 
Of forae lone clwfter let me fhroud my (hame r 
There, to the matin bell, obfequious, pour 
My conftant orifons. The wall ton Loves, 
And gay Defn*es, fhall fpy the glimmering toweifyK 
And wing their flight aloof 1 but reft confirmMy- 
That never (hall Elvira's tongue conclude 
Her fhorteft pirayer, ere Henry's dear fuccefy 
The warmeft accent of her zeal employ.'* 

TJius fpoke the weeping fair, whofe artlcfs mindv 
Impartial fcom'd to model her eftecm 
By native cuftom» ; drefs> and face, and air. 
And manners, lefsj nor yet refolv'd invain. 
He, bound by prior love, the folemn vow 
Given and recciv'dy to foft companion gave 
A tender tear ^ thea wit4v that kind adieu^ 

Eiteenf 
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Efteem could warrant, wcaryM heaven with praj'crs 
To fliield that tender breaft he left forlorn. 

He ceasM, and to the cloifter^s penfive fcene 
Elvini'fliapM her folitary way. 

The SCHOOL-MISTRESS; I 

In Imitation of S p e n s e it,. 

*< Audita^ voces J vagi tus & ingens,- 
^ Infantumqueanimaeflentes in liznine primo/^ Virg. 

ADVERTISEMENT. 

What particulars in Spenfer were imagined moft 

proper for the Author's imitation on this occa- 

fiofif are his language^ his Jimflictty^ his manner 

of defcriptUn, and a peculiar Undtmefs of finti" 

ment remarkable throughout his works. 

A H me ! full forely is my heart forlorn, 
'^^ To think how modeft worth negle£lcd lies \ 
While partial fame doth with her blafts adorn 
* Such deeds alone, as pride and pomp difguifc ; 
Deeds of ill fort, and mifchievous emprize: 
Lend mc thy clarion, goddefa ! let me try 
To found the praife of merit, ere it dies j 
Such as I 9ft have chaunced to efpy, 

\<i^ in the dreary ihades of dull obfcurity. 

"" I ' la 
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Jn every village markM with little fpire. 
Embowered in trees, and hardly known to famcj 
There dwells, in lowly (hed, and mean attire, 
,A .matron old, whom we fchool-miftrefs name^ 
Who boafts unruly brate with birch to tame ; 
They grieven fore, in piteous durance pent, 
Aw'd by the power ofvthis relcntlefs daniej 
And oft-times, on ^vagaries idly bent, 
iFor unkempt hair, or talk unconn-d, are forelyihent. 

And all in fight doth rife a birchen tree. 
Which learning -near her little dome did flowfrj • 
Whilom a twig of fmall regard to fee. 
Though now fo wide its waving branches flow^i 
And work the fimple vafials mickle woe.; ' 
.!For not a wind might cw\ the k%ves that blew» 
But their limbs fliudderM, and ^eir pulfe beat low| 
And as they lookM they found their horror grew^ 
. And .fhapM it into rods, and tingled at the view. 

«So have Ifeen (who has not, may'conceivc,) 
A lifelefs -phantom near a garden plac'd-; 
So ^ioth it wanton birds of peace bereave, 
Of.fport, of .long, at pleafure, :of Tepaft;; 
They ilart, they Hare, they wheel, they look aghaftf 
:Sad fervitude ! f\^ch xomfortlcfs annoy 
May no bold Briton's riper age e'er tafte! 
Ne fuperftition clog his dance of joy, 
:^e viiion empty^ .vain, his native blift deftroy« 

Nor 
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JNear.to this dome i& foand a patch Co green, 
..On which the tribe their gamboles do difplay.^ 
. And at the door impriibning board is feen, 
Xeft weakly wights of ^nailer fize (hould ftray- j 
Eager, perdi?, lo baik ^ih funny Atty. ! 
The noiies intermix^, which thence refound> 
,Po learning's little tenement 4>etray j 
Where fits the^ daxae, difguis'-d in .look profound, 

And eyes her fairy, throng, and turns ^er wheel arounti. 

.Her. cap,, far whiter tlianthe driven fhow, 
: EmbJftm right meet of dbcency does yield : 
Jier apron dy'din ^Eain> as 'blue, I trowe, 
, As is. the hare-bell that adorns the field : 
.And in. her hand, for fcepter, (ke does wield 
Tway birchen fpraya; widi anxious fear entwin'^d^ 
.With dark diftriift, and fadxepentancc fill'd j 
And ftedfaft hate, and iharp afBi^ion joined. 
And fury, uncontrovrd, and.chaftifement unkind. 

Few but have ken'd, in femblancemeetpourtray'd* 

The childifh faces of old Eofs train j 
Xibs,.Notu8, Aufter: thefe in: frowns array' 4» 
J How. then woujdfare or earth, or fky, or main. 

Were the ftern god to give his (laves the rein ? 

And. were not (he rebellious breafts to quell, 
. And. were not ihe her ilatutes to maintain. 

The cot no more, I ween, were deem'd the cell, 
^lliThcrc .comely peace ofinind, and dccentordcr dwelL 

Arufie^ 
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A ruffet ftole w^s o'er her fliouWers thrown i 
A ruffet kirtlc. fcnc'd the nipping air ; 
- 'Twas fimple ruffet, but it was her own j 
'Twas hecown irpuntry bred the flock fo fair! 
'Twas her own labour did the fleece prepare ; 
And, footh'to fay, her pupils, rang'd around. 
Through pious awe, did term it paffing rarej 
For they in gaping wonderment abound, 
.And think, no doubt, fhe been.tlie great^ wights 
groun4* 

Albeit ne flattery did corrupt her trutL^ 
Ne pompous title did debauch her ear; 
Goody, good- worn an, gofHp, n'aunt,.forfootIj, 
Or dame, the fole additions ihe did hear ; 
Yet thefe (he chalJengM, thcfe fhe held right deac; 
Ne would efleem him a£l as mought behove. 
Who fliould not honoured eld with tliefe revere^; 
For^ never tijle yet fo mean<ould prove, 
;^ut tliere was eke a mind which did that title lovc* 

One ancient hen Ote took delight tofeed^ 
The plodding pattern of the bufy dame ; 
'Whicli, ever and anon, impelPd by n^d^ 
Into her fchool, begirt with chickens, camej 
Such favour did her paft deportment claim i 
And, if negU6t had lavifliM ontlie ground 
Fragment of bread, flie would colle6b tiic ftme; 
For well flie knew, and quaintly could expound, 
''What fin it were to wsifle the finaUeil crumb ihe found. 

.Herbs 
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Herbs too ihe knew, and well of each could fpeak 
That in her garden fip'd the filvery dew ; 
Where no vain flower difclosM a gawdy ftreak| 
But herbs for ufe, and phjrfic, not a few. 
Of grey renown, within thofe borders grew i 
The tufted bafil, pun-provoking thyme, 
Frelh baum, and mary-gold of chearful hue j 
The lowly gill, that never dares to climb j 
And more I fain would fiog, difdaining here to rhyme. 

Yet euphrafy may not be left unfung. 
That gives dim eyes to wander leagues around ; 
And pungent radifh, biting infants tongue $ 
And plantain ribbM, that heals the reaper^s wound | 
And marjoram fweet, in ihepherd's po(ie found } 
And lavender, whofe fpikes of azure bloom 
"Shall be, ere-while, in arid bundles bound. 
To lurk amidfttlie labours of her loom. 
And crown her kerchiefs clean, with mickle rare perfume. 

And here trim rofemarine, that whilom crowned 
The daintieft garden j>f the proudeft peer; 
Ere, driven from its envy'd fite, it found 
A facred ihelter for its branches here } 
Wh^£ edgM with gold its glittering fkirts ajipear. 
Oh waflel days ! O cuftoms meet and well ! 
Ere this was banifliM fVom its lofty fphere s 
Simplicity then fought this humble cell. 
Mot ever would ihe more with thane and lordlang dwell. 

Here 
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Here oft the dame, on fabbafh's decent eve. 
Hymned fuch pfalms as Ster'nhold forth did mete. 
If winter 'twere, fhe to her hearth did cleave. 
But in her garden found a fummer-feat : 
Sweet melody ! to hear her then repeat 
How Ifraers fons, beneath a foreign king', 
While taunting foe-men did a fong intreat, 
All, for the nonce, untuning every firing, 
Uphung their ufelefs lyres — fmall heart had they to fing. 

For (he was juft, and friend to virtuous lore, " 
And pafsM' much time in truly virtuous deed 5 
And, in thofe elfins' ears, would oft deplore 
The times, when truth by popifh rage did blee'd ; 
And tortious death was true devotion's meed ; 
And fimple faith in iron chuins did mourn. 
That nould" on wooden image place her cre<^d ; ' 
And lawtiy faints in fmouldering flames did' burn : 
Ah ! dearcft lord, for^fefid; thilk days Ihould eV r^tunii 

In elbow-chair, like that of" Scottish fl-em 
By the fharp tooth of cankering eld defiic'd, 
In which, when he receives liis diadem. 
Our fovereign prince and liefeft liege is plac'd. 
The matron fatej and fom'ewUh rank fhe ghic""d, 
(The fource of childrens and of courtiers pride"!) 
Redrcfs'd affronts, for vile affronts there pafsM 5 
And wam'd them not the frfetful to deride, 
IBut love each other dear, what eVeV them betide: 

U ^ Right 
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Right well flie knew each temper to defcry j 
To thwart the proud, and the fubmifs to raife j 
Some with vile copper-prize exalt on high. 
And foine entice with pittance fmall of praife ; 
And other fome with baleful fprig ftie 'frays : 
Ev'n abfent, fhe the reins of power doth hold. 
While with quaint arts the giddy crowd ftie fways j 
Forewam'd, if little bird their pranks behold, 
'Twill whifper in her ear, and all the fcene unfold. 

ho now with ftate (he utters the command 1 
Eftfoons the urchins to their taiks repair; 
Their books of ftature fmall they take in hand. 
Which with pellucid horn fccured are; 
To fave from finger wet the letters fair : 
The work fo gay, that on their back is feen, 
St. George's high atchievements does declare; 
On which thilk wight tliat has y-gazing been. 
Kens the forth-coming rod, unpleafing fight, I wee* : 

Ah lucklcfs he, and bom beneath the beam 

Of evil ftar ! it irks me whilft I write ! 

As erft the * bard by Mullahs filver fti-eam. 

Oft, as he told of deadly dolorous plight, 

Sigh'd as he fung, and did in tears indite. 

For brandifhing the rod, flie doth begin 

To loofe the brogues, the j[Vripling*s late delight ! 

And down they drop ; appears his dainty ikin. 

Fair as the furry-co?it of whiteft ermilin. 

O ni! 
• Spencer. 
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O ruthful fcene ! when from a nook obfcure. 
His little fitter doth his peril fee ; 
All playful as /he fate, fhc grows demure; 
She finds full foon her wonted fpirits flee j 
She meditates a prayer to fet him free : ' 
Nor gentle pardon could this dame deny 
(If gentle pardon could with dames agree) 
To her fad grief that fwells in either eye. 
And wrings her fo that all for pity ftie could dye. 

No longer can fhe now her flcrieks command ; 
And hardly (he forbears, through awful fear. 
To ruflien forth, and, with prefumptuous hand. 
To ftay harfli juftice in its mid career. 
On thee fhe calls, on thee her parent dear ! 
(Ah ! too remote to ward the fliameful blow !) 
She fees no kind domeftic vifage near. 
And foon a flood of tears begins to flow ; 
And gives a loofe at laft to unavailing woe. 

But ah ! what pen his piteou« plight may trace ? 
Of what device his loud laments explain ? 
The form uncouth of his difguifed face ? 
The pallid hue that dyes his looks amain ? 
The plenteous ftiower that does his cheek diliain ? 
When he, in abjeft wife, implores the dame, 
Ne hopeth aught of fweet reprieve to gain ; 
Or v/lien from high (he levels well her aim, 
And, through the thatch, his cries each falling ftrgkc 
proclaim. 

U 2 The 
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The otlicr tribc> a^haA, with fore difmay, 
Attend, and conn th^ir talks wit]), mickle care : 
By turns, aftpny*(}# every twig furvey, 
And, fropj theif fellpws' hateful wounds, beware | 
Knowing, I wift, how each the fame may (bare ; 
Till fear has. taught them a performance meet. 
And to the well-known cheft the dame repair j 
Whence oft with fwgar'd cates fhe doth them greet* 
And ginger- bread y-rare^ now certes, doubly fweetl 

See to their feats they hye wjth merry glee. 
And in befeemly order fitten there; 
All but the wight of bum y-galled, he, 
Abhorreth bench. and ftool, and fourm, and chair; 
(This liand in mouth y-iix'd, that rends his hairj) 
And eke with fmibs profound, and heaving broaft, 
Convulfions intermitting i does declare 
His grievous wrong,; his dame's unjufl beheft; 
And fcoms her offered love, and ftiuns to be carefs'd* 

' His face befprent witji liqV*^ cryftal (hines. 
His bloomiog face tlHLt.fe^ms a purple flower. 
Which low to. earth its drooping liead declines. 
All fmear'd and fully 'd. .by a.vcroal ihower. 
O the hard bofoms of dcijpQtic power ! 
All, all, but ihe, th« author of his fhame. 
All, al^, but /he, regret this moumlui hours 
Yet hence the youth> aod hence the flower, ihailclaisi* 

If fo I deem aright, trauifoendijng. woitb'Mifl fame. 

% BeKimI 
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Behind rome^oor, in melancholy thought, 
Mindlefs of food, he, dreary caitift! pine^j 
Ne for his fellows joyaunc'e careth aughti 
But to tlie Wind all inerrimcnt refigns ; 
And deems it (hame, if he to peace inclines ; 
And many a fullen look afcarice is fent. 
Which for his dame's annoyance he defigns ; 
And ftill the more to pleafure hini ihe 's bent, 
Tlie more doth he, perverfe, hel* haviour paft refent. 

Ah me ! how much I fear left pride it be ! 
But if that piride it be, which thus inlpires. 
Beware, yc dames, with nice difcerninent fee. 
Ye quench ndt too the fparks of nobler fires : 
Ah ! better far than all the Mufes' lyres. 
All coward arts, is valour's generous heatj 
The firm fixt brcaft which fit and right requires, 
Like Vernon's patriot foul ; more juftly great 
Than craft that pimps for ill, or flowery falfe deceit. - 

Yet, nurs'd with /kill, what dazzling fruits appear ! 
Ev'n now fagacious forefight points to (how 
A little bench' of heedlefs bifhops here. 
And there a chancellour in embryo, 
Or bard fublime, if bard may e'er be fo, 
As Milton, Shakelpeare, names that ne'er fhall dye I 
Though now he crawl along the ground fo low, 
Nor weeting how thd Mufe fhould ibar on high, 
'Wi/hcth, poor ftarvelmg elf ! his paper kite may fly. 

U 3 And 



294 S HEN STONE'S POEMS, 

And this perhaps, who, cenfuring the defign. 
Low lays the houfe which that of cards doth build, 
Shall Dennis be ! if rigid fate incline. 
And many an epic to his rage ftiall yield ; 
And many a poet quit th' Aonian field j 
And, four'd by age, profound he fhall appear^ 
As he who now with 'fdainful fury thrilPd 
Surveys mine work ; and levels many a fneer. 
And furls his wrinkly front, and cries, " Whatftuffis 
" here?'' 

But now Dan Phoebus gains the middle fkie. 
And liberty unbars her prifon-door; 
And like a rufhing torrent out they fly, 
And now the graffy cirque han cover 'd o'er 
With boifterous revel-rout and wild uproar ; 
Athoufand ways in wanton rings they run, 
'Heaven Ihield their (hort-liv'd paftimes, I iraplon. ' 
For well may freedom erft fo dearly won, 
" Appear to Britifh elf more gladfome than the fun. 

Enjoy, poor imps ! enjoy your fportive trade. 
And chafe gay flies, and cull the faireft flowers ; 
For when my bones in grafs-green fods are laid j 
For never may ye tafte more carelefs hours 
In knightly caftles or in ladies bowers. 

■ O vain to leek delight in earfhly thing ! 
But moft in courts where proud ambition towers. 
Deluded wight ! who weens fair peace can Iprir.^ 

T-cKath the pompous dome of kefar or of king. 
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See in each fprite Tome various bent appear ! 
Thefe rudely carol moft incondite lay ; 
Thofe fauntering on the green, with Jocund leer 
Salute the ftranger paffing on his way j 
Some builden fragile tenements of clay j 
Some to the (landing lake their courfes bend. 
With pebbles fmooth at duck and drake to play j 
Thilk to the huxter's favory cottage tend. 
In paftry kings and queens th' allotted mite to fpend. 

Here, as each feafon yields a different ftore, ' 
Each feafon's ftores in order ranged beenj 
Apples with cabbage-net y-cover'd o'er, 
Galling full fore th' unmone^yM wight, are feen j 
And goofe-bVie clad in livery red or green ; 
And here of lovely dye, the Catharine pear. 
Fine pear ! as lovely for thy juice, I ween : 
<i may no wight e'er pennylefs come there. 
Left fmit with ardent love he pine with hopelefs care ! 

See 1 cherries here, ere cherries yet abound, 
With thread fo white in tempting pofies ty'd, 
Scattering like blooming maid their glances round. 
With pamperM look draw little eyes afide 5 
And muft be bought, though penury betide. 
The plumb all azure and the nut all brown, • 

And here each feafon do thofe cakes abide, 
Whofe honoured names *th' inventive city ov/n, 
Rendering through Britain's ifle Salopians praifes knov.n. 
U 4. AiUiiiiM 

• Shrewsbury cakes. 
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Admired Salopia ! that with venial pride 
Eyes her bright fqrm in Severn's ambient wave, 
Fam'd for her loyal cares in perils try'd. 
Her daughters lovely, and her ilriplings brave : 
Ah ! midft the reft, may flowers adorn his grave, 
Whofp art did firft thefe dulcet cates difplay ! 
A motive fair to learning's imps he gave. 
Who chearlefs o'er her darkling region ftray 5 
Tf ill reafon's morn arife, and light them on their way. 



\ 
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INSCRIPTIONS. 

I. On a Tablet agaiaft a Root-Houfe. 

TT £ R£y in cool grot and mo(fy cell, 
-■- •*• We rural fays and faeries dwell j 
Though rarely feen by mortal ey»e. 
When the pale moon, afcenduig high. 
Parts through yon limei ber quiyering beams. 
We friik it near tjiefe cryftal flreams. 

Her beams, refle6(ed from the wave. 
Afford the light our revels crave j 
-The turf, with daiiles broider'd o>r 
Exceeds, we wot, the Parian floor i 
Nor yet for artful ftrains we call. 
But liften to the water's fall. 

Would you then tafte our tranquil (bene. 
Be fure your bofoms be ferene 5 
Devoid of hate, devoid of ftrife, 
. Devoid of all that poifons life : 
And much it Vails you in their place. 
To graft the love of human race. 

And tread with awe thefe favourM bowers^ 
Nor wound the ihnibs> nor bruife the flowers | 

So 
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So may your path with fwcets abound j 
So may your couch with reft be crown'd ! 
Bat harm'betide the wayward Iwain, 
Who dares our hallowM haunts profane ! 

n. On an Ur n. 

INGENJO ET AMICITIAE. 
GULIELMI SOMERVILE... . 

And on the oppofite fide, ' 

G. S. POSVlTj 

Dcbita fpai^ens lacryma favillam 

Vatis amici. 

111. To Mr. DoDSLEY. 

^ OME tlien, my friend, thy fylvan taftc difplay. 

Come liear thy Faunus tune his ruftic lay 5 
Ah, rather come, and in thefe dells difown 
The care of other f:rains, and tune thine own. 

IV. On the Back of a Gothic Seat. 

OHEPHERD, would'ft thou her« obtain 
^ Plciifure unallcyM with pain ? 
Joy that fuits the rural iphere.? 
Gentle Shepherd, lend an ear. 
Learn to relifli calm delight. 
Verdant vales and fountains bright; 
Trees that nod on floping hills, 
Caves that echo tinkling rills. 
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If thou canfl no charm diiclofe 

In the fiinplcft bud that blows ; * 

Go, foifake thy plain and fold, 

Join the crowd, and toil for gold. 

Tranquil pleafurcs never cloyj 

BaniOi each tumultuous joy : • 

All but love^or love infpires 

Fonder wi/heS| warmer fires. 

Love and all its joys be thine—* 

Yet, ere thou the reins rcfign, 

Hear what Reafon fccnis to fay. 

Hear attentive, and obey. 

** Crimfon leaves the rofe adorn, 
*' But beneath them lurks a thorn ; 
** Fair and flowery is the brake, 
<< Yet it hides the vengeful fnake. 

*» Think not flic, whole empty pride 
** Dares the fleecy garb deride, 
** Think. not flic, who, light and vain, 
<« Scorns the fliccp, can love the fwain. 

*« Artlcfs deed and fimplc drcfs 
** Mark the chofen fliepherdefs $ 
« Thoughts by decency control'd, 
<« Well conceiv'd, and freely told. 
<• Senfe, that (huns each conl'cious air, 
" Wit, that falls ere well aware j 
** Generous pity, prone to fi^h 
** If her kid or lambkin die. 

«« Let 
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** Let not lucre, let not pride, 
** Draw thee from Aich charms aiide i 
*« Have not tliofe their proper fphere ? 
** Gentler paffions triumph hei-e. 

« See, to fweeten thy repofe. 
«« The bloflbm buds, the fountain flows 5 
** Lo ! to crown thy healthful hoard, 
«* All that milk and fruits afford. 

•« Seek no more— the reft is vain j 

*« Pleafdre ending foon in pain : 

*< Anguifh lightly gilued o'er : 

«* Clofe thy wifti, and feek no more." 

V. On the Back of a Gothic Alcove. 

OYou that bathe in courtly blyfft. 
Or toyle in fortune's giddy fpheaie j 
Do not too i^ihly deem amyffe 
Of him that bydes contented here.. 

Nor yet difdeigne the ruffet ftoale. 

Which o'er each carcleflc lymbc he flyngs ; 

Nor yet deryde the beechen bowle. 

In whycbe he quaffs the lympid fprings. 

Forgive him, if at eve or dawne, 
Devoide of worldlye cark he ftray : 

Or all befide fome flowerye lawne. 
He wafte his inoffenfive daye. 



So 
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So may he pardonne fraud and ftrife. 

If fuch in courtlyc haunt he fee : 
For faults there beene in bufye life. 

From whyche thefe peaceful glennes are free. 

VI. On a Seat, under a Spreading Beech. 

TT O C erat in rotis : modus agri non ita magnus, 

■*• Hortus ubi, et tefto vicinus jugis aquae fons, 
Et paulura fylvae fuper his forct. Au£lius atque 
Dii melius fecere. n „ 

VII. QnaSfiAT. 

lOSEPHO SPENCB, 

EXIMIO NOSTILO.C&ITONI) 

CVI DICARI VfilLET 

MVSARVBfOMNIVM-ET GRATIARUM CHORVS, 

DICAT AMICITIA. 

14DCGLVIII. 



VIII. On th£ Affigpation Seat. 

T^ ERINB OAUtca ! thymo mihi d'ulcior Hybl», 
'*-^ Candidior cygnis, hcdera formofior alba ! 
Ciim primumpaftVrepetent'praefffpia tauri, 
Si qu3t.CiiiiiCocycb&i6h4bist}te>oiiW9> v«nito^ 
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IX. On an ornamented Urn, infcribed to Mifs 
Dolman, a beautifal and amiable relation of 
Mr. Shenstone's, who died of the fmall-pox, 
about twenty-one years of age. 

PES.AMABILI SVAE CONSOBHINAE 
M. D. 

On the other fide : 

AH MARIA . 

PVELLARVM ELEGANTISSIMA, 

AH FLORE VENVSTATIS ABREPTA, 

VALE I 

HEV qVANTO MINVS EST 

CVM RELIQVIS VERSARI, 

<^AM TVI 

MBMINISSE ! 

X. On a Seat. 

CELEBERRIMO POETAE 

lACOBO THOMSON 

PROPE PONTES ILLI NON FASTIDITOS 

G. S. 

SEDEM HANC ORNAVIT. 

Quae tibi, quae tali reddam pro carmine dona > 
Nam nequc me tantum venientis fibilus auftri, 
Nee percuffa juvant flu6lu tam litora, nee quae 
Saxofas inter decurrunt fluraina valles. 

I XL C 



INSCRIPTIONS. 30J 

XI. On a Seat at the Bottom of a large Root^ 

on the Side of a Slope. 

OLet me haunt this peaceful /hade; 
Nor let Ambition e*er invade 
The tenants of this leafy bower 
That fhun her paths, and flight her power! 
Hither the peaceful Halcyon flies 
From focial meads and open fkies ; 
Pleased by this rill her courfe to (teer. 
And hide her fapphire plumage here. 

The trout, bedropt with crirafon ftains, 
'Forfakes the river's proud domains j 
Forfakes the fun's unwelcome gleam, 
To lurk, within this humble ftream. 
And fure I hear the Naiad fay, 
Flow, flow, my ftream, this devious way. 
Though lovely foft thy murmurs are. 
Thy waters lovely cool and fair. 

Flow, gentle ftream, nor let the vain 
Thy fmall unfuUyM ftores difdain : 
Nor let the pcnfive fage repine, 
Whofe latent courfe refembles thine* 

XII. On a fmall Obeliik in Virgil's Grove. 

p. VIRGILIO MARONI 
LAPIS ISTg CVM LYCO SACER ESTO. 

XIII. On 
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XIIL On a Stone, by a Chalybeat Spring. 
PONS ferrvgineVs. 

DIVAE QUAE 8ECESSV I6TO FRVI C09CBDIT. 

XIV. On a Stone Seat, making part of a Cave. 

JNTVS AQVAE DULCIS, VIVO<^UE SEDILIA SAXO; 
KYMPHARVM DOMVS. 

XV. On two Scats, to two of his moft particular 
Friends. The firft thus, 

AMICITIAE ET MERITIS 

RICHARDI GRAVES: 

IPSAE TE, TITYRE, PINVS, 

ITM TE PONTES, IPSA HABC ARBVSTA VOCABANT. 

The other, 

AMICITIAE ET MERITIS 
RICHARDI JAGO. 

XVI. On a Statflc of Vcnu« dc Medicis. 

— '< SeiAi edufta Venus.'' 

^* T* ^ Ven\i8, Venas here retir'd, 
■*• ** My fdber vows I pay : 



** Not her on Paphian plains acfanir^t 
^* The bDld» the ptttf the gay. 



«< Net 
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*^« Kot her whofe amorous leer prevail'd 

-** To bribe the Phiygian boy; 
** Not her who, clad in armourj faiPd . 

" To fave difaftrous Troy.- 

** Frc/h riHng from the foamy tide^ 

** She every bo.fom warms ; 
** While half withdrawn (he feems to hide, 

** And half reveals, her charms. 
** Learn hence, ye boaftfuLfons of «tafte, 

** Who plan the rural (hade; 
^* Learn hence to ftiun the vicious wafte 

*« Of pomp, at large difplayd. ' 

** Let fweet concealment's magic art 

*' Your mazy beund« in veil; 
<* And while the fight unveils a part, 

" Let fancy paint the reft. 

-*' Let coy referve with'coft unite 

*' To grace your wood or fields 
-*' No ray obtiiifive pall' the Hght^ 

** In aught you paint, or build. 
<« And far be driven the furaptuous glare 

** Of gold, from Britilh groves 3 
<< And far tlie meretricious air 

** Of China's vain alcoves. 

<* 'Tis bafliful beauty ever twines 
<* The moft coercive chain; 
** 'Tis ftie, that fovereign rule declines, 
" Who bcft dcferves to reign." 

X XVII. In- 
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XVII. Intended to be written at the Beginning of 
a CoUedlion of Flowers, which Mr. Shenstone 
coloured for Mrs. J a go. 

ELEGANTISSIMAE PVELLAE 

DOROTHEAS FANCOVRT, 

^AE PERDILECTI SVI CONDISCIPVLI 

RICHARDI tAGO 

AlfORES MSRVIT, 

D. D. 

GVLIELMVS SHENSTONE $ 

DEBIT AE NYMPHI8 CPIFEX COROH AB. 

XVm. Propofed to Mr. Gilatbs by Mr. Shew- 
sT0ii£> as a proper Infcnption for himfelf. 

AMICITIAB G. 8. 

NAIADAS PARITER AC MVSAS 

EXCOLENDO, 

SIMUL ET VILLAM EIV8 ELEGANTISSIM^M 

NOMEN<^E SVVM 

ILIVSTRAVIT. 

•* (FORTVNATVS ET ILLE DEOS qVl NOVIT 

" AGRESTES) 
« PANA<^E9 SYLVANVM<^E, SENEH, NYM- 
<< PHAS(UrE S0R0RS8.** VXRG. 

V£ K. S£ S 
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VERSES 

T O 

Mr. SHENSTONE. 

Written on a Ferme Ornee, near Birmingham. 

By the late Lady Lvxborough. 

5 np I S Nature here bids pleaiing fcenes arifcy 
^ Ai^d wifely gives them Cynthio to revife : 
To veil each blemiih ; brighten every grace .$ 
Yet ftiil preferve the lovely parent's face. 
How well the Bard obeys, each valley tells j 
Thefe lucid ftreams, gay meads, and lonely cells ; 
Where modeft Art in filence lurks c6nceard. 
While Nature (bines fo gracefully reveal'd. 
That fhe triumphant claims the total plan. 
And, with fi'efh pride, adopts the work of man. 

To William SHENSTONE,Efq; attheLEASowEs. 
By Mr. Graves. 
" Vcllem inamicitia fic erraremus !" Hor. 

Q EE ! the tall youth, by partial Fate's decree, 
*^ To affluence born, and from reftraint fet free. 
Eager he feeks the fcenes of ga^ refort. 
The mall, the rout, the play-houfe, and the court : 

X % So^Pi 
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Soon for fome varnifli'd irymph of dubious fame, 

Or powHer'd pecrefs, counterfeits a flame. 

Behold him now, enraptured, fwear and ilgh, 

Drefs, dance, drink, revel, ajl he knows not why ; 

Till, by kind fate reftor'd to country air. 

He marks the rofes of fome rural fair ^ 

Smit with her unafFe6led native chanms, 

A real paffion foon his bofom warms ; 

And, wak'd from idle dreams, he takes a wife. 

And taftes the genuine happinefs of life. 

Thus, in the vacant feafon of the year. 
Some Templar gay begins his wild career. 
From feat to feat o'er pompous fcenes he flies. 
Views all with equal wonder and furprize ; 
Till, fick of domes, arcades, and temples grown. 
He hies fatigued, not fatisfied, to town. 
Yet if fome kinder Genius point his way 
To where the Mufcs o'er thy Leafowcs ftray, 
Charm'd with the fylvan beauties of tlie place. 
Where Art affumes the fweets of Nature's face. 
Each hill, each dale, each confecrated grove. 
Each lake, and falling flream, his rapture move. 
Like the fage- captive in Calypfo's grott. 
The cares, the pleafures, of the world forgot. 
Of calm content he hails the genuine fphere, - 
And longs to dwell a blifsful hermit here. 
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VERSES received by thepofi, fromaLADY 
unknown, 1761. 

HE A L T H to the Bard in Leafowes' happy groves $ 
Health, and fweet cpnverfe with the Mule he 
loves I 
The humbleft votary of the tuneful Nine, 
With trembling hand, attempts her artlefs line. 
In numbers fuch as untaught nature brings 5 
As flow, fpontaneous, like thy native fprings. 

But ah ! what airy forms around me rife ? 
The ruflet mountain glows with richer dies j 
In circling dance a pigmy crowd appear. 
And hark ! an infant voice falutes my ear : 

* Mortal, thy aim we know, thy tafk approve j 

< His merit honour, and his genius love : 

* For us what verdant carpets has he fpread, 

* Where nightly we our myftic mazes ti-ead ! 

< For us, each (hady grove and rural feat, 

* His falling ftreams and flowing numbers fweet ! 
« Didft thou not mark, amid the winding dell, 

< What tuneful verfe adorns the mofiy cell ? 

< There every fairy of our fprightly train 

< Reibrt, to blefs the woodland and the plain. 

< There, as we move, unbidden beauties glow, 

« The green turf brightens, and the violets blow j 

* And there with thoughts fublime we blefs the fwain^ 

< Nor we inipire, nor he attends, in vain. 

X 3 * Go> 
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< Go J fimple rhymer \ bear this meflage tnze ; 

* The truths that fairies dj6iate none fliall me. 
< Say' to the Bard in Leafbwes^ happy grove, 

* Whom Dryads honour, and whom Fairies love-* 
*« Content thyfelf no longer that thy lays, 

«« By others foftcr'd, lend to others praife j 

" No longer to the favouring world refufe 

« The welcome treafures of thy poliih'd Mufe;^ 

«' The fcatter'd blooms, that boaft thy valued name* 

'* Colle£^, unite, and give the wreath to fame ; 

" Ne'er can thy virtues, orthyverfe, engage 

<< More folid praife than in this happieft age, 

^* When fenfe and merit 's chenfhM by the throne, 

" And each illuftrious privilege their own. 

« Though modeft be thy gentle Mufe, I ween, "J 

" Oh, lead her blufhing from the daify'd green, > 

♦* A fit attendant on Britannia's Queen." ) 

, Ye fportive elves, as faithful I relate 
Th* intrufted mandates of your fairy ftate^ 
Vifit thefe wilds again with nightly care ; 
So fliall my kine, of all the herd, repair 
In healthful plight to fill the copious pail ! 
My ftieep lie pent with fafety in the dale ; 
My poultry fear no robber in the rooft, 
My linen more than common whitenefs boaft ; 
Let order, peace, and houfewifry be mine j 
Shenftone, be fancy, fame, and fortune tliine. 

COTSWOULDIV. 
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On the difcovery of an Echo at Edgbastok. 

By . 

TT A I what art thou, whofe voice unknown 
-■■ ^ Pours on thefe plains its tender moan ? 
Art thou the nymph in Shenftone*s dale. 
Who doft with plaintive note bewail 
That he forfakes th' Aonian maids. 
To court inconftant rills and ihades ? . 
Mourn not, fweet nymphs >»- alas, in vain 
Do they invite, and thou complain— 

Yet, while he wooM the gentle throng. 
With liquid lay and melting fong. 
The liftening herd around him ftray'd. 
In wanton friik the lambkins play'd. 
And every Naiad ceas'd to lave 
Her azure limbs amid the wave. 
The Graces danc'd j the rofy band 
Of Smiles and Loves went hand in hand $ 
And purple Pleafures ftrew'd the way 
With fweeteft flowers i and every ray 
Of each fond Mufe, witli rapture fir'd. 
To glowing thought his breaft infpirM* 
The hills rejoic'd, the valleys rung. 
All nature fmil'd, while Shenilone fung. 

So charm'd his lay ; but now no more— 
Ah ! why doft thou repeat—" no more ?*' 
Ev'n now he hies to deck the grove, 
To deck the fcene the Mufes love » 

X 4. And 
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And foon again will own their fway. 
And thou refound the peerlefs lay,. 
And with immortal numbers fill 
Each rocky cave and vocal hitl. 

VERSES by Mr. Dodsley, on his firft arrival 
at the LEASOWES, 1754. 

<« TT O W IhaU I fix my wa-ndering eye ? Where find 
.-^^ " The fource of this enchantment? Dwells itin 
«* The woods ? or waves there not a magic wand 
« O'er the tranflucent waters ? Sure, unfeen, 
" Some favouring power directs the happy lines 
" That fketch thefe beauties 5 fwells the rifing hillsji, 
." And fcoops the dale^, to Nattirc's fineft forms, 
** Vague, undetermined, infinite ; untaught 
«< By line or corapafs, yet fupremely fair." 
So fpake Philenor, as with raptur'd gaze 
He traversed Damon's farm. From diftant plains 
He fought his friend's abode : nor had the fame 
Of that new-form'd Arcadia reach'd his ear. 

And thus the fwain, as o*er each liill and dale. 
Through lawn or thicket he purfued his way ; 
*< What is it gilds the vei'dure of thefe meads 
<< With hues more bright than fancy paints the flowers 
" Of Paradife ? What Naiad's guiding hand 
«« Leads, through the broiderM vale, the lucid rills, 
** That, murmuring as they flow, bear melody 
*' Along their banks ; and through the vocal ftiadcs, 
*' Improve the mufic of the woodland clioir ? 

*< What 
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*« What peafive Dryad raised yon folemn grove, 

«« Where minds contemplative, at clofe of day 

*< Retiring, Mnfe o'er Nature's various worjcs, 

<« Her wonders venerate, or her fweets enjoy— 

*« What room for doubt ? Some rural deity, 

*< Prefiding, fcatters o'er th' unequal lawns, 

«* In beauteous wildnefs, yon fair-fpreading trees j 

** And mingling woods and waters, hills and dales,- 

*• And herds and bleating flocks, domeftic fowl, 

<•< And thofe that fwim the lake, fees rifing round 

*< More pleafmglandikips than in Tempe's vale " 

*< Peneus water'd. Yes, fome fylvan god 

*-* Spreads wide the varied profpefl ; waves the woods, 

*^ 'Lifts the proud hills, and clears the fhining lake»9 

<« While, from the congregated waters pour' d, 

«« The burfting torrent tumbles down the fteep 

<^ In foaming fury ; fierce, irregular, 

* < Wild, interrupted, crofs'd with rocks and roots 
^* And interwoven trees 5 till, foon abfbrb'd, 

«< An opening cavern all its rage entombs. 
f* So vanifh human glories I Such the pomp 
tf Of fwelling warriors, of ambitious kings, 
s < "^^ho fret and ftrut their hour upon the ftage 
:g Of^ bufy life, and then are heard no more ! 

«* Yes, 'tis enchantment alU-And fee, the fpcU*, 
c l^iie powerful incantations, magic verfe, 

* Xo^crib'd on every tree, alcove, or urn.— 

c Sp^l^s ! — Incantations I — ah, my tuneful friend \ 
e "^Vii^nc are the numbers ! thine the wondrous work !— • 
; -^^s, great magician ! now I read thee right, 

« And 



k 



3t4 VERSfiSTO 

<« And lightly weigh all forcery but thine. 

<* No Naiad's leading ftep condu6ls the rill ; 

<« Nor fylvan god prefiding (kirts the lawn 

" In beauteous wildnefs, with fair-fpreading trees i 

** Nor magic wand has circumfcrib'd the fcene. I 

<« 'Tis thine own tafte, thy genius that prefides, I 

<« Nor needs there other deity, nor needs 

« More potent fpells than they/' — No more the fwain. 

For lo, his Damon, o'er the tufted lawn 

Advancing, leads him to the focial dome. 

To Mr. R.D. ontheDtathof Mr. She N STONE. 

«* Thee, fhepherd, thee, the woods and defart caves, 
** With wild thyme and the gadding vine overgrown, 
*' And all their echoes mourn." Milt. 

^'^ I S paft ! my friend ; the tranfient fcene is clos\l : 
•^ The fairy pile, th* enchanted vifion raisM 

By Damon's magic ikill, is loft in air ! 

What though the lawns and pendant woods remain, 

Each tinkling ftream, each rufliing cataraft. 

With lapfe incefllknt echoes through the dale ? 

Yet what avails the lifelefs landflcip now ? 

The charm *8 diflolv'd ; the genius of the wood« 

Alas ! is flewn^^for Damon is no more. 

As when from fair Lyceum crownM with pines, 

Or M«nalu8 with leaves autumnal ftrew'd, 

The tuneful Pan I'etires ; the vocal hills 

Re found no more, and all Arcadia mourns. 
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Yet here we fondly dreamt of lading joys : 
Here we had liop'd, from noify throngs rctir'd^ 
To drink large draughts of friendflup''s cordial ftream ; 
In (weet oblivion wrapt, by Damon's verfe, 
And focial con verfe, many a fummer's day. 

Romantic wiih ! In vain frail mortals trace 
TV imperfeft (ketch of human blifs— whilft yet 
Th' enraptur'd fire his well-plann'd ftnxfture views, 
Majeftic rifing 'midft his infant groves : 
Sees the dark laurel ipread its gloi!y ihade. 
Its languid bloom the purple lilach blend, 
Or pale laburnum drop its penfile chain : 
Death fpreads the fatal fliaf^, and bids his heir 
Tranfplant the cyprefs round his father's tomb. 

Oh ! teach me thcn,^ like you, my friend, to raift 
To moral truths my groveling fong ; for, ah ! 
Too long, by lawlefs fancy led aftray. 
Of nymphs and groves I've dreamt, and dancing fawns 
Or Naiad leaning o'er her tinkling urn. 
Oh ! could I learn to fanftify my drains 
With hymns, like thofe by tuneful Meyrick Amg— 
Or rather catch the melancholy founds 
From Warton's rcei!,^or Mafon's lyre — to paint 
The fudden gloom that damps my foul— But fee I 
Melpomene herfelf has fnatch'd the pipe,. 
With which fad Lyttelton his Lucia mOum'dj 
And plaintive cries, My Shcnftone is no more ! 

R. Gr-aves. 

VERSES 
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VERSES written at the Gardens of William 
SHENSTONEy Efquire, near Birminghaniy 1756. 

** lUc terranim mihi praeter omnes 

" Angulus ridet," Hon. 

TXr O U L D you thefe lov'd receffes trace, 
^ ^ And view fair Nature's modeft face ? 
See her in every Held-flower bloom i 
O'er every thicket flicd perfume ? 
- By verdant groves^ and vocal hills> 
By moffy grotts, near purling rills» 
Where'er you turn yoiur wondering eyes,< 
Behold her win without difguife. 

Wha€ though no pageant trifles here. 
As in the glare of courts, appear j 
Though rarely here be heard the name 
Of rank, or title, power, or fame ^ 
Yet, if ingenuous be your mind, 
A blifs more pure and unconiinM 
Your ftep attends— Draw freely nigh. 
And meet the Bard's benignant eye ; 
On him no pedant forms await, 
No proud referve ihuts up his gate ; 
No fpleen, no party views control 
That warm benevolence of foul. 
Which prompts the friendly generous part, 
Regardlefs of each venal art j 

R 
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Regardlefs of the world's acclaim ; 

And courteous with no felfiih aim. 

Draw freely nigh, and welcome find. 

If not the coftly, yet the kind. 

Oh, he will lead you to the cells 

Where every Mufe and Virtue dwells, 

Where the green Dryads guard his woods. 

Where the blue Naiads guide his floods ; 

Where all the Sifter* Graces gay. 

That (hap'd his walk's meandering way, 

Stark-naked, or but wreath'd with flowers, 

Lie flumbering foft beneath his bowers. 

Wak'd by the ftock-dove's melting ftrain. 

Behold them rife ! and, with the train 

Of nymphs that haunt the ftream or grove. 

Or o'er the flowery champain rove, 

Join hand in hand— attentive gaze— 

And mark the dance's myftic maze. 

** Such is the waving line,"" tliey cry, 

** For ever dear to Fancy's eye \ 

** Yon ftream that wanders down the dale, 

** The fpiral wood, the winding vale, 

** The path which, brought with hidden (kill, 

** Slow twining fcales yon diftant hill 

■«* With fir invefted— all combine 

*' To recommend the waving line. < 

** The wreathed rod of Bacchus fair, 

-** The ringlets of Apollo's hair, 

* < The wand by Mai'a's offspring borne, 

^< The fraooth volutes of Amnion's horn, 

" The 
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" The ftru6lure of the Cyprian dame^ 
** And each fair female's beauteons firame, 
" Shew, to the pupils of defign, 
"** The triumphs of the waving line." 

Then gaze, and mark that union fw«et, 
.Where fair convex and concave meetj 
And while, quick Aiifting as you ftray. 
The vivid fcenes on fancy play ; 
The lawn, of aipe^i fmooth and mild ; 
The foreft-ground grotefque and v/ild j 
The ihmb that fcents the mounting gale j 
The ftream. rough daihing down the dale. 
From rock to rock, in eddies toft j 
The diftant lake in which 'tis loft ; 
Blue hills gay beaming through the glade j 
Lone urns that folemnize the ihade> 
Sweet interchange of all thatt charms 
In groves, meads, dingles, rivulets, fariBs t 
I^ aught the fair confuHon pleaie. 
With lafting healtli, and lafting eB&, 
To him'v^^o forra'd the blifsfvl bower. 
And gave thy life one tranquil hour j 
Wifh peace and freedom— -thefe pofTeft, 
His temperate mdnd fecures the reft. 

But if thy foul fuch blifs defpife. 
Avert thy dull incurious eyesj , 
Go fix them there, where gemtr^hd gold. 
Improved by Art, their power xinfbldi 
Go try in eonrtty fcicnes to ti^ue. 
A fairer fonn of Nature's face ; 
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Go fcorn Siini>U«ity-^bu.t kil9«r» 

That all our heart- felt joys Ijftlo^, 

That all which virtue love*- to »jM»^, . . 

Which art coiifigns to lafting fajp^, 

Which fixes wit or beauty's throne, . , 

Derives its fource" from Her alone. 

Arcadio. 

To William Shen.stone, Efqj in his Sicknefa. 
By Mr. Woodhoitse. 

ttE flowery plkins, ye bretiy weodsy 

'■ Ye bip3fV£cs and gay akovesy 

Ye falling ftreams, ye lilvcr ftood^a 

Ye grottpjes, awi ye groves I 
Alas ! my heart feels no delight^ 

Though.J your charm* fiisveyj^ 
While he confumes in p^iA tJ:^ nigjbyt,. 

In languid fighs tlie day. 

The flowers difclofe a thou&nd blooms, 

A thoufand £cents di^{uf(E; ; 
Yet all in vain they ihed peri^unes. 

In vain difpl^ thek hue$« 
Keftrain, ye flowers, your.^hoilgltteft prid«. 

Recline youjc,ga«djf.J)^a4f y - 
And fadly dropping, fi(!|e|))(|£^«» . 

JBmbrace yaia, kmi4 W^ 

Tall 
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. Tall oaksy that o'er the woodland (hade. 

Your lofty fummits rear* 
Ahy why, in wonted charms arrayM, 

Expand your leaves (b fair! 
For lo, the flowers as gayly fmile^ 

As wanton waves the tree ; 
And though I fadly plain the while. 

Yet they regard not me. 

Ah» fliould ^e Fates an arrow fend. 

And ftrike the fatal wound, 
Who, who (hall then your fweets defend. 

Or fence your beauties round f 

But hark, perhaps, the plumy throng 

Have learnt my plaintive tale. 
And Tome fad dirge, or mournful fong. 

Comes floating in the gale. 

Ah, no ! they chant a fprightly ftrain 

To foothe an amorous mate 3 
Unmindhil of my anxious pain 

And his uncertain fate. 
But fee, thefe little murmuring rills 

With fond repinings rove ; 
And trickle wailing down the hills. 

Or weep along the grove. 

Oh, mock not if, befide your ftream. 

Ye hear me too repine $ 
Or aid with fighs your mournful theme, 

And fondly call him mine. 
a Yc 
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Ye envious winds, the caufe difplay. 

In whifpers as ye blow, 
Why did your ^treacherous gales convey 

The poifon'd (hafts of woe ? 
Did he not plant the fhady bower. 

Where you fo blithely meet ? ^ 

The fcented ftirub, and fragrant flower. 

To make your breezes fweet ? 

And muft he leave the wood, the iield^ 

The dear Arcadian reign ? 
Can neither verfe nor virtue Ihield 

The guardian of the plain ? 
Mull he his tuneful breath refign. 

Whom all the Mufes love ? 
That round his brow their laurels twine. 

And all his fongs approve. 
Freierve him, mild Omnipotence ! 

Our Father, King, and God, 
Who clear'il the paths of life and feufe. 

Or ftop'ft them at thy nod. 
Bleft power, who calm"'ft the raffing deep, 

His valued health reftore, 
Nor let the fons of Genius weep. 

Nor let the good deplore. 
But if thy boundlefs Wifdom knows 

His longer date an ill, 
Let not my foul a wifti difclofe 

To contradift thy will. 

Y For 
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Ear happy, happy -were the change. 

For fu'ch a God- like mindj 
To go where kindred fpirits range. 

Nor leave a wifh behind. 
And though, to (hare his pleafure^ here* 

King's might their ilate forego s 
Yet muft he feel fuch raptures there« 

As none can tafte below« 

VERS ES left on a Sbat, the Hand unknown. 

/^ EARTH! to his remains indulgent be, 
^^ Who Co much eare and coft beftowM on thee ! 
Who crown'd thy barren hills with ufeful (hade. 
And chear'd wih tinkling rills each filent glade ; 
Here taught the day to wear a thoughtful gloom. 
And there enlivened Nature's vernal bloom. 
Propitious earth I lie lightly on his liead. 
And ever on his tomb thy vernal glories fpread ! 

CORYDON, A PASTORAL- 

To the Memory of William Shbnstone, Efq; 

/^ b M E, (hepherds, we 'll follow the hearic, 
^^ And fee our lovM Cory don laid : 
Though forrow may blemifh the verfc. 

Yet let the lad tribute^be paid. 
They caird him the pride of the plain j 

Infooth, he was gentle and kindj 
He markM in his elegant drain, 
The Graces that glow'd in his mind* 
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On purpofe he planted yon trees, 

llist Sirds in the covert might dwell ; 
He cultured his thyme 'for l^ie bees, 

But never wouid rifle their cell. 
Ye lambkins, that play M. at hi« feet. 

Go bleat— and your mafter bemoan : 
His mufic was artlefs and fweet^ 

His manners as mild as your own. 

No verdure fliall cover the vale. 

No bloom on the bloflbms appear ; 
The fweets of the foreft fhall fail. 

And' Winter difcolour the year. 
No birds in our hedges (hall fing 

(Our hedges. fb vocal before,) 
Since he that fhould welcome the fpring, 

-Can greet the gay feafon no more. 

His Phyllis was fond of his praife. 

And poets came round in a throngs ^ 
They liften'd, and envyVi his lays, 

But which of them equaled his fojig ? 
Ye (hepherds, henceforward be mute. 

For loft is the paftoral' ftrain j 
So give me my Corydon^'s Hute, 

And thus— let me break it in twain. 

J. Cunningham. 
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M. S. GULIELMI SHENSTONE! 

Ah! Qtdielmey 

Homiimm digniffimc, 

Amicorum integerrfaiie, 

Indole optima^ 

Moribus gratUnmis» 

Eniditione difhisa, 

Ac corde quam maximc benigno 

Pra;dite, 

MtytCy eheu ! praeniatura obreptc, 

Ah! Gulielme,. 

Vale ! 

« Quanto minus eft, 

<« Cum aliis verfari, 

« Quiun tui mcminifle I" 

Extraa from Mr. Mason's " Englilh Garden." 
Book L 
• 

W"-, Shenftone, thou 
Shalt pafo v^lthout thy meed, thou fon of peace ! 
Whoknew'ft, perchauce, to harmomxe thy ftades. 
Still fofter than thy fong $ yet v*as that fong 
Nor rude, nor inharincmious, when attun d 
To paftoral plaint, or tale of flighted love. 
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